VINE  AND  BRANCH 


VINE  AND  BRANCH 


BY 

A  Sister  of  Notre  Dame 

AUTHOR   OF    "RABBONI,"    4*  SPIRITUAL   PASTELS," 
"CRESTING  THE    RIDOE,"     ETC. 


New    York    •    Published    by 
P.    J.    Kenedy    &    Sons  •  1927 


Mibil  <£>bstat: 

J.  M.   CORRIGAN 

Censor  Librorum 

Philadelphia, 
July  3,  1927 


imprimatur : 

►£  D.  Card.  Dougherty 

A rch iep iscopus  Philadelph iens is 

Philadelphia, 
September  9,  1927 


COPYRIGHT,    1927,   BY    P.   J.   KENEDY    &    SONS 

PRINTED   IN   U.   S.   A. 


To 
My  Friend  Who  Journeys  With  Me 


FOREWORD 


M 


Y  delights  are  to  be  with  the 
children  of  men"  apply  very  truly 
and  very  eloquently  to  Jesus,  our 
Emmanuel,  abiding  with  us  in  His 
lovely  Tabernacle,  nourishing  us  in 
His  Divine  Banquet  and  perpetuating 
upon  our  Altar  the  Sacrifice  of  Cal- 
vary. 

This  consoling,  uplifting,  sanctify- 
ing truth  permeates  Vine  and  Branch. 
Its  Author  shows  that  she  is  conscious 
that  the  spiritual  life  of  every  Chris- 
tian finds  its  source,  its  nourishment, 
its  growth  and  its  preservation  in  the 
Adorable  Sacrament. 

Holy  familiarity,  tender  and  en- 
lightened piety  mark  every  page  of 


Vlll 


FOREWORD 


this  admirable  little  work.  It  could 
have  been  conceived  only  in  the  Ador- 
able Presence  of  the  Beloved  and  close 
to  His  Divine  Heart,  the  Furnace  of 
Love  and  of  Zeal  its  outward  expres- 
sion. 

In  these  pages  the  Author  becomes 
His  little  Messenger  to  people  living 
out  in  the  world,  who  feel  within  them- 
selves aspirations  to  a  higher  life,  and 
are  eager  to  realize  them.  She  identi- 
fies herself  with  them  and  in  words 
quivering  with  light,  with  strength, 
with  unction  from  the  Divine  Friend, 
Counsellor,  King,  Rabboni  in  the  Tab- 
ernacle, she  utters  their  inmost 
thoughts,  feelings,  desires,  resolu- 
tions. 

Christ's  Love-Story  in  Fourteen 
Chapters  is  a  happy  ending  to  Vine 
and  Branch  since  it  is  the  Lord's  own 
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commandment  that  the  Adorable  Sac- 
rament should  ever  be  the  loving 
memorial  of  His  Passion  and  Death. 

Vine  and  Branch  is  destined  to  be- 
come the  daily  companion  of  many 
earnest,  loving  souls  in  their  visits  to 
the  Prisoner  of  Love,  at  His  Holy 
Table  and  on  the  Hill  of  Sacrifice.  Its 
pages  will  become  for  them,  as  they 
are  for  the  Author,  so  many  heart- 
throbs and  so  many  heart-songs. 

Propitiously,  indeed,  do  we  speed 
Vine  and  Branch  on  its  mission  of  zeal 
on  this  glorious  Festival  of  Trium- 
phant Eucharistic  Love. 

Richard  A.  Gleeson,  S.J. 


St.  Ignatius  College 

San  Francisco,  California 
Corpus  Christ  i,  1927 
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CONFIDENCES 


Search-Lights 

IVxAY  I  kneel  quite  close  to  You, 
my  dearest  Lord,  while  I  lay  before 
You  my  weaknesses  and  my  many 
ills?  I  need  a  word  from  Your  kind 
heart  —  a  word  of  love,  my  tender 
Master,  that  I  may  be  persuaded 
of  Your  everlasting  love.  I  am  so 
weak,  so  changeable,  so  frail.  I 
mean  so  well,  dear  Lord.  I  mean 
to  be  strong  and  firm  and  brave, 
when  lo!  another's  look,  another's 
vexing  word,  some  ill-success,  some 
tiny  cut  is  great  enough  to  shatter 
all  my  strength. 

How  many  times  I  kneel  before  You, 
dearest  Lord,  speaking  words  of 
love,  of  gratitude  and  make  prom- 
ises of  grand  and  noble  deeds! 
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Do  I  really  love  You,  darling  Lord, 
or  do  my  actions  belie  my  heart? 

Do  words  merely  tremble  on  my  lips 
speaking  of  love,  while  my  heart  is 
ever  restless  and  my  soul  starving 
for  want  of  care  and  nourishment? 

Do  I  show  by  word  and  deed  that  my 
Confidant  and  Guide  is  the  King  of 
saints,  the  Fashioner  of  souls,  my 
Lord  and  Savior,  Jesus  Christ? 

Or  is  my  life  in  striking  contrast  with 
my  Model,  my  Counsellor,  my 
Friend? 

Do  I  give  vent  to  cutting  remarks,  un- 
kind insinuations,  unjust  criticisms 
through  jealousy,  impatience  or  ill- 
humor? 

Do  I  harbor  bitter  feelings,  rancor  or 
petty  revenge? 

Do  I  neglect  to  fulfil  my  duty,  leave  it 
undone,  or  leave  to  others  my  bur- 
dens to  carry? 
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Is  my  life  to  be  spent  in  vain  wishes? 
Shall  I,  on  my  death-bed,  find  my- 
self far-distant  from  the  goal  of 
my  desires?  Or  shall  I  let  You,  my 
dearest  Lord,  work  now  within  my 
soul?  It  may  be  late,  but  not  too  late, 
my  Lord.  I  have  scarce  anything 
to  offer  You  —  but  one  poor  room 
with  some  old  faded  tapestry  upon 
the  walls;  here  and  there  a  remnant 
of  old-time  splendor  —  splendor 
that  was  wont  to  charm  You  ere  the 
breath  of  the  world  tarnished  it  and 
the  worm  of  pleasure  destroyed  its 
brightness  and  its  glow. 

But,  my  Lord,  beneath  Your  touch  all 
will  be  transformed.  Do  not  fear  to 
use  me  as  You  will.  Do  not  hesitate 
to  command  what  costs.  I  am  ready 
to  do  Your  bidding. 

You  know  how  much  I  need  You,  dear- 
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est  Lord.  Away  from  You  I  can  do 
nothing,  for  life  is  hard  at  times  and 
there  is  much  that  needs  Your  touch 
to  make  it  bearable. 
Bless  me  and  bear  with  me.  May  I  love 
You  ever  more  and  more.  Through 
all  life's  joys  and  sorrows  may  I  be 
faithful  to  Your  will. 


King  of  Peace 


PEACE!  So  sweet  a  word,  and  yet 
such  anguish  to  obtain  it!  So  many 
things  for  which  my  poor  heart 
craves,  in  hope  of  finding  Peace!  I 
seek  for  praise  and  look  for  notice 
of  my  deeds  from  comrades  round 
about  and  am  saddened  when  my 
efforts  are  unnoticed  and  ignored. 

Why  do  I  not  seek  praise  from  Christ, 
my  King? 

Why  do  I  not  crave  notice  from  Him 
who,  alone,  can  judge  fairly  of  my 
worth  and  who  is  eager  to  count 
every  breath  I  draw  and  every  step 
I  take,  if  only  it  be  done  for  Him? 

I  long  to  be  preferred  by  others,  to 
hold  first  place  in  their  hearts,  to  be 
sought  after  and  to  be  considered 
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great  among  my  friends.  How  eager 
for  all  this  is  my  poor  starved  heart! 
How  many  weary  hours  I  spend 
when  these  joys,  as  I  account  them, 
have  been  denied  me!  Oh!  How 
blind  I  am!  Shall  I  always  reach 
out  for  that  which  can  never  give  me 
peace?  Shall  I  not  turn  to  the  Source 
of  Peace,  to  the  King  of  Peace  and 
tell  my  needs  to  Him?  He  knows  so 
well  the  cravings  of  the  human 
heart.  He  knows  the  need  I  have  of 
love  and  praise  and  appreciation, 
and  even  of  the  need  I  have  of  being 
singled  out  and  given  preference 
now  and  then.  He  knows  all  this  and 
He  will  give  it  to  me.  But  He  bids 
me  not  set  my  heart  on  such  frail 
things.  My  heart  was  made  for 
greater  things  than  these  —  things 
that  satisfy,  things  that  ennoble, 
things  that  elevate  and  sanctify. 
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It  is  greater  to  give  than  to  receive. 

It  is  greater  to  praise  than  to  be 
praised. 

It  is  greater  to  seek  out  the  needy  than 
to  be  sought. 

It  is  greater  to  serve  than  to  be  served. 

It  is  greater  to  love  than  to  be  loved. 

These  are  the  paths  that  lead  to  Peace. 

I  must  then  keep  watch  over  the  desires 
and  cravings  of  my  heart.  When  I 
find  myself  longing  for  things  out- 
side of  me,  I  must  gently  lift  my 
heart  above  them  and  persuade  it 
to  labor  for  the  noble  things  of  life, 
which  are  reached  only  through 
thought  of  others  and  forgetfulness 
of  self.  It  takes  time  and  effort  to 
accomplish  this,  but  as  soon  as  God 
sees  my  earnestness,  He  will  help 
me  over  the  difficulties. 

Dear  King,  I  am  looking  for  Peace. 
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Will  you  help  me  to  be  successful 
in  the  quest?  I  am  willing  to  do  all 
to  find  it.  I  know  that  for  so  priceless 
a  treasure,  there  are  sacrifices  to  be 
made.  I  am  ready  to  make  them.  I 
wish  to  empty  my  heart  of  all  self- 
seeking  in  order  that  Peace  may  take 
up  her  abode  within. 
Beloved  King  of  Peace,  teach  me  how 
to  fill  my  life  with  usefulness  to 
others.  Little  by  little  as  my  life  is 
emptied  of  self,  fill  it  with  those 
gifts  for  which  all  hearts  yearn  so 
that  I  may  give  of  my  abundance. 
Permit  me  to  be  Your  gentle  servant, 
dispensing  Your  dear  alms  along 
my  pathway.  May  I  grow  strong 
through  sacrifice,  so  as  to  be  able  to 
strengthen  wills  that  are  weak,  and 
steady  the  steps  of  the  weary  and 
discouraged. 
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Take  me,  my  King,  and  use  me  as  You 
wilL  Pay  no  heed  to  my  weak  and 
timid  nature.  Let  me  be  Your  tool, 
Your  lowly  humble  tool,  happy  to 
be  used  by  my  beloved  Lord  in 
bringing  Peace  to  the  hearts  of  all 
whom  I  may  meet  along  the  Road  of 
Life. 


Tender  and  Forgiving  Lord 


AS  I  kneel  in  thought  before  You,  my 
gentle  forgiving  Lord,  the  memory 
of  my  life  stands  out  in  full  relief. 
Your  dear  grace  shines  so  brightly 
upon  my  soul  that  stains,  long  since 
forgotten,  send  the  blush  to  my 
cheek  and  swell  my  heart  with 
shame.  I  bend  my  head  in  humble 
sorrow  and  confusion,  dear  tender 
Christ,  and  yet,  while  I  grieve  for 
having  caused  You  pain,  I  long  to 
fly  to  You  in  love  and  confidence. 

It  may,  perhaps,  be  true,  my  gentle 
Lord,  that  my  soul  is  not  scarred 
with  crime  and  vice.  Great  shame  in- 
deed, if  it  were  so.  But  is  not  my  in- 
fidelity, my  coldness,  my  resistance 
to  grace,  as  great  a  disappointment 
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to  You,  as  are  the  deeper  wounds  on 
the  soul  of  one  who  has  not  received 
so  many  favors  from  Your  hands? 
I  fear  I  am  most  guilty  in  Your 
sight. 

My  soul,  flooded  with  light  and  inun- 
dated with  grace,  is  weighed  down 
and  heavy  with  the  vapors  of  the 
world,  nauseated  and  bewildered  by 
its  incessant  whirl.  I  have  been  in- 
sensible to  Your  sweet  influence, 
deaf  to  the  pleadings  of  Your  gentle 
voice,  heedless  of  Your  constant 
knocking  at  my  heart,  indifferent  to 
Your  appeal.  Day  after  day  I  turn 
from  You,  my  tender  Christ,  nor  do 
I  hasten  to  return ;  but  You,  in  Your 
exquisite  mercy,  speak  to  me  and 
bid  me  walk  close  to  You,  that  the 
world  may  not  too  much  engross  me. 

Time  and  time  again,  You  have  waited 
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for  me  on  the  roadside  of  life  and  I 
have  passed  You  by! 

You  have  whispered  to  me  in  the  midst 
of  the  pleasures  of  the  world.  You 
have  called  to  me  through  the  din 
of  merry  voices,  but  I  have  not 
listened.  I  have  not  heeded,  but 
rushed  on  madly,  bowing  and  pay- 
ing court  to  the  votaries  of  fashion 
and  of  mirth! 

0,  my  King!  forgive  me.  I  cast  myself 
into  Your  dear  arms  and  beg  You 
to  forgive  my  indifference  to  You. 
Cleanse  me  of  my  sins,  dear  Master, 
and  heal  my  many  wounds.  Lay 
Your  strong  and  tender  hand  in 
blessing  upon  my  heart  and  quiet 
the  passions  that  surge  within.  Place 
upon  my  lips  a  seal,  that  I  may  utter 
naught  that  may  offend  You. 

Why  have  I  ever  pained  You,  dearest 
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God?  Why  have  I  not  loved  You  al- 
ways with  a  faithful  earnest  love? 

I  love  You  now,  my  Lord  and  Friend. 

Take  my  heart.  Take  it  now,  before  the 
journey's  end.  May  it  never  pain 
You  more.  May  it  never  stray  from 
You.  May  it  never  seek  repose  out- 
side of  You. 

Should  it  happen,  dearest  King,  that  I 
would  seek  to  find  rest  and  peace 
away  from  You  —  were  I  to  look 
for  contentment  outside  of  You,  let 
me  drink  of  bitterness  and  sorrow 
until,  through  anguish  and  pain,  I 
am  driven  to  seek  contentment  and 
happiness  in  You,  my  Lord  and 
God. 


Guardian  of  My  Soul 


OFTENTIMES,  my  loved  Rabboni, 
as  I  slip  into  some  wayside  church 
and  drop  upon  my  knees  in  adora- 
tion, I  long  to  know  just  what  to  say 
to  You,  and  how  to  say  it.  My  life 
is  so  filled  with  the  world's  activi- 
ties that  it  is  refreshing  to  steal 
away  from  it  all  and  spend  some 
time  with  You,  beloved  Lord,  and 
solace  my  weary  heart  with  some- 
thing real  and  true. 

Since  I  must  be  in  the  world  and  form 
a  part  of  it,  I  should  wish  while  liv- 
ing there,  to  lead  a  hidden  life  of 
prayer  so  that  all  I  do,  and  think, 
and  say,  might  be  a  prayer. 

As  You  know  so  well,  dear  Lord,  my 
days  are  full  of  social  care  and  the 


GUARDIAN    OF    MY    SOUL 


17 


nights  are  often  passed  amid  the 
lights  of  fashion  and  the  glare  of 
worldly  glory.  It  seems  an  empty 
life,  sweet  Lord.  At  times  it  weighs 
heavily  upon  my  heart.  It  wearies 
me  with  its  incessant  call.  Its  empty 
laughter  sickens  me.  I  would  wish 
to  bury  myself  in  some  secluded 
spot  where  blooms  the  flower  of 
peace,  and  where  truth  and  sin- 
cerity sweeten  the  air  with  precious 
fragrance.  But,  my  King,  You  know 
this  cannot  be.  I  cannot  run  away. 
I  must  stay  at  my  post  and  listen  to 
the  monotonous  jingle  of  empty 
words.  I  must  smile  and  laugh  at 
the  tinseled  pageantry  passing  and 
repassing  before  my  weary  eyes. 
Is  there  not  some  way,  beloved  Master, 
that  I  can  weave  into  my  life  eternal 
values,  that  will  be  to  You  a  proof 
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of  my  desire  to  live  closely  bound 
to  You,  while  threading  my  way 
through  this  maze  of  unsteady, 
dazzling  lights?  While  my  lips  press 
the  empty  cup  of  pleasure,  is  there 
not  some  potion  I  can  take  that  will 
slake  my  thirst  for  You,  my  Lord? 

I  know,  My  King,  that  You  will  help 
me  and  that  You  have  helped  all 
through  the  past.  You  know  that  I 
wish  to  play  well  my  part.  You 
know  that  I  wish  so  to  move  in  the 
circle  of  society,  as  to  gain  at  every 
moment  Your  approval,  my  divine 
and  loving  Lord. 

While  seated  at  the  bountiful  tables  of 
the  rich,  help  me  to  keep  my  heart 
lifted  above  the  natural  satisfaction 
of  the  moment. 

While  striving  that  my  dress  should 
be  in  keeping  with  my  station,  grant 
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that  it  may  never  offend  You  in  the 
slightest  degree,  dearest  Lord.  Give 
me  the  grace  to  sacrifice  everything 
that  might  wound  modesty. 

While  mingling  with  the  every-day 
chatter  of  the  card  table  and  the  in- 
cessant rush  to  the  theatre,  grant 
that  in  my  conversations  I  may  utter 
no  word  that  wounds  charity,  nor 
let  fall  an  expression  that  mars  the 
exquisite  virtue  of  purity. 

As  I  go  my  rounds,  from  one  distrac- 
tion to  another,  let  me  whisper  from 
time  to  time,  my  darling  Lord,  a 
word  of  love  to  You  so  that  my  life, 
dressed  as  it  is  in  the  garb  of  world- 
liness,  may  prove  to  be  a  life  lived 
in  the  supernatural,  full  of  power 
for  good,  and  strong  in  its  purpose 
to  grow  holy  in  the  midst  of  empti- 
ness. 


Divine  Physician 


LORD  JESUS,  will  You  heal  me? 
I  am  troubled  with  many  ills,  my 
miseries  are  great,  my  weaknesses 
sad  to  look  upon. 

I  marvel,  dearest  Christ,  that  I  venture 
to  draw  so  close  to  You.  So  many 
times  I  have  come  to  You  for  aid 
and  guidance,  and  left  You  but  to 
disregard  Your  words.  Yet  even 
nearer  would  I  draw  to  You.  Lower 
still  would  I  bend  before  You,  dear 
Healer  of  my  soul,  for  it  is  only  the 
touch  of  Your  kind  hand  that  can 
heal  my  open  wounds.  It  is  only  the 
sound  of  Your  dear  voice  that  can 
fill  my  soul  with  courage.  Your  true 
and  patient  love  alone  can  reassure 
and  make  my  life  abound  in  joy 
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and  peace,  and  eager  striving  after 
good. 

You  know  how  weak  I  am.  You  have 
seen,  and  are  seeing  daily,  my 
many  falls.  You  know  that  when 
with  certain  persons,  I  fear  to  ac- 
knowledge You,  lest  they  think  me 
prudish  and  unworldly.  I  dare  not 
repress  the  smile,  and  nod  approval 
when  remarks  are  made  that  smack 
of  vulgarity.  I  read  books  and  sit 
through  moving  pictures  which  are 
a  danger  to  my  soul,  but  through 
fear  of  being  out  of  date  or  con- 
sidered squeamish,  I  risk  the  harm. 
What  a  weakling  I  am!  A  reed 
shaken  by  the  slightest  wind!  A 
willow  in  the  hands  of  all! 

I  am  weary  of  it  all  —  weary  of  the 
struggle  to  keep  in  touch  with  You, 
my  Savior,  and  yet  not  to  displease 
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the  world.  I  am  weary  striving  to 
silence  the  longing  of  my  heart  for 
the  worth-while  things  of  life,  while 
I  follow  after  will-o'-the-wisps.  I 
am  weary  of  the  endless  demands 
of  the  world  and  the  emptiness  of  its 
promises  and  yet  its  glitter  attracts 
me  and  its  light  beckons  me  on. 
Dear  Physician,  give  me  strength  to 
battle  with  this  never-ceasing,  ever- 
lasting array  of  difficulties  that 
meet  me  at  every  step.  Give  me  light 
to  see  that  all  that  sparkles  is  not 
gold.  Give  me  the  grace  to  under- 
stand that  there  is  but  one  thing 
necessary  —  my  salvation.  Let  me 
be  convinced  that  every  sacrifice,  no 
matter  how  painful,  is  as  dross 
compared  with  the  reward  in  store 
for  me  —  finally,  that  nothing  on 
earth  can  satisfy  my  heart. 
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As  a  check  to  my  restlessness,  may  I 
realize  that  no  joy  here  can  be  com- 
plete, no  pleasure  give  full  content, 
no  honor  quench  the  soul's  thirst  for 
the  imperishable  glory  of  Heaven. 

Divine  Savior,  help  me  to  turn  my 
steps  towards  You,  before  age  has 
crept  upon  me.  Let  me  not  wait  un- 
til the  vase  is  shattered,  the  flower 
withered,  its  fragrance  spent  upon 
the  desert  air.  No,  beloved  Lord  — 
no!  Accept  now  the  offering  of  my 
life,  together  with  its  care  and 
pleasure,  its  joy  and  sorrow,  its 
hope  and  disappointment. 

I  will  strive  to  let  nothing  prevent  me 
from  keeping  my  heart  lifted  to 
You,  so  that  in  the  midst  of  all  the 
di-tractions  of  life,  I  may  move  on 
towards  You,  my  loved  Physician, 
my  tender  Father. 
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I  mean  to  do  better,  to  make  great 
effort  to  please  You,  my  King,  and 
I  hope  to  help  others  to  come  to 
You.  This  will  prove  to  You  my 
love,  my  trust,  my  gratitude. 


Anima  Christi 

Soul  of  Christ,  sanctify  me 

MAKE  a  saint  of  me. 

Show  me  how  to  rid  myself  of  traits 

of   character   which    annoy   others, 

which  make  the  lives  of  those  about 

me,  miserable. 
Help  me  to  break  the  hardened  shell 

within  which  selfishness  hides  and 

which  renders  me  insensible  to  the 

needs  of  others. 
May  I  become  great  enough  to  be  the 

servant  of  both  rich  and  poor. 
May  I  grow  strong  in  virtue,  so  as  to 

sustain  the  weak  and  encourage  the 

weary. 
May  my  heart  increase  its  power  to 

love,  so  as  to  be  able  to  minister 

kindness   to  the  timid  and  to  the 

wayward. 
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May  I  have  the  honor  to  bring  cheer 
to  all  fellow  travelers  on  the  long, 
and  sometimes  rugged,  road  of  life. 


Body  of  Christ,  save  me 

Save  me  from  my  great  arch-enemy 
SELF,    my    weak    and    faltering 

SELF. 

Save  me  from  all  greed  of  power  and 
of  praise. 

Save  me  from  the  hunger  for  ap- 
plause, consideration  and  repute. 

Save  me  from  thirst  for  pleasure, 
worldly  show  and  midnight  revelry. 

Save  me  from  everlasting  thought  of 
self  and  selfish  gain. 

Save  me  from  betraying  You,  dear 
Lord,  in  thought,  or  word,  or  deed. 
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Blood  of  Christ,  inebriate  me 

Inebriate  me  with  Your  love,  that  I 

may  be  absorbed  in  Your  interests 

and  Your  Will. 
Absorbed  so  as  to  be  unmindful  of  my 

ills  and  petty  cares. 
Unmindful    of    weariness    and    pain, 

heartache  and  disappointment. 
Heedless  of  the  lash  of  words,  and 

patient  under  wrongs. 


Water  from  the  Side  of  Christ,  wash 
me 

Wash  me  from  my  sins  which  disap- 
point You,  my  Lord,  disfigure  and 
impoverish  me. 

Wash  me  from  the  endless  weaknesses 
that  thwart  grace,  paralyze  noble 
purpose  and  put  barriers  to  power 
for  good. 
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Wash  me  from  my  blindness  that  I 
may  see  the  good  in  every  soul. 

Wash  me  that  I  may  see  Your  light, 
and  seeing  it,  may  walk  steadily 
towards  You,  my  King,  my  Friend, 
Lord  Jesus. 


Passion  of  Christ,  strengthen  me 

Strengthen  me  under  pressure  of 
temptation. 

Strengthen  me  when  principle  is  at 
stake. 

Strengthen  me  to  stand  for  right,  at 
any  cost. 

Strengthen  me  to  do  Your  Will,  my 
God. 

Strengthen  me  in  moments  of  suffer- 
ing, in  times  of  loneliness,  in 
periods  of  depression. 

Strengthen   me   that   I   never   swerve 
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from  You,  dear  Christ,  nor  weaken 
through  human  respect,  through 
desire  to  be  popular,  through  hope 
of  social  distinction. 
Strengthen  me  to  accept  my  Cross  and 
to  carry  it  generously  to  the  end. 


0  good  Jesus,  hear  me,  within  Your 
wounds  hide  me 

Hear  me  as  I  plead  for  grace  to  be- 
come daily  better. 

Hear  me  as  I  beg  for  light  to  see  the 
way  that  leads  to  You,  and  strength 
to  follow  in  Your  footsteps,  through 
joy  and  sorrow. 

Hide  me  within  Your  wounds  that  I 
may  become  saturated  with  Your 
spirit  of  meekness  and  humility. 

Hide  me  within  Your  wounds  which 
bled  for  souls  —  for  my  soul.  May 
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I  draw  from  these  depths  of  mercy 
a  deep  love  of  souls,  with  the  grace 
to  spend  my  life  for  them. 

Permit  me  not  to  be  separated  from 
You 

Without  You,  I  am  helpless,  a  quiver- 
ing reed,  a  willow  trembling  at  the 
slightest  wind  of  words. 

Without  You,  the  current  of  my  life 
is  snapped  in  twain  —  no  message 
from  You  to  me,  nor  from  me  to 
souls ! 

Without  You,  my  life  is  fruitless  and 
barren  and  dead. 

But  united  to  You,  my  God,  who  can 
fathom  the  soul's  power  of  endur- 
ance, her  strength  to  conquer,  her 
valor  in  the  hour  of  sacrifice! 

Keep  me  near  You,  gracious  Lord, 
that  I  may  spend  my  life  for  You. 
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From  The  Malignant  Enemy,  defend 
me 

On  the  battle-field  of  life  stand  by  me, 

that  I  may  not  prove  a  traitor  in  the 

ranks. 
Stand  by  me,  that  I  may  not  be  dazzled 

by    the    glitter    and    glow    of    the 

enemy's  camp. 
Stand  by  me,  that  I  may  be  brave  with 

the  bravery  of  my  General  and  my 

God. 
Stand  by  me,  that  I  may  fight  glori- 
ously to  the  end  for  the  sake  of  my 

Leader  and  my  God. 
Then  "  At  the  hour  of  my  death  call 

me; 
Bid  me  come  unto  You: 
With  Thy  saints  may  I  praise  You  for 

all   eternity." 
The  hour  of  death!  What  a  joy  in  the 
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thought  that  the  day  is  not  far-dis- 
tant when  the  struggle  will  be  over, 
danger  will  be  at  an  end,  sorrow 
and  pain  will  be  forgotten  and  I 
shall  be  safe  with  my  King,  my 
Captain,  my  Friend! 

What  joy  to  look  upon  the  Face  of  my 
God  for  whom  I  have  sacrificed, 
struggled  and  bled! 

What  delight  to  be  welcomed  by  Him 
who  has  journeyed  with  me  through 
the  years! 

What  bliss  to  hear  His  words  of  praise 
and  of  love  and  to  know  that  life 
has  but  just  begun  —  happiness  my 
portion  forever! 


Counsellor  and  King 


DIVINE  LORD,  I  adore  You  here 
present  in  the  Tabernacle  and  come 
to  You  for  guidance  before  taking 
up  the  duties  of  the  day.  I  long  to 
be  a  power  for  good  in  the  little 
circle  in  which  I  move,  and  where 
I  spend  the  greater  part  of  each 
day. 

I  try  to  slip  in  here  daily  before  going 
to  my  tasks,  in  the  hope  of  carrying 
away  with  me  the  fragrance  of  the 
Sanctuary,  as  well  as  to  receive  a 
word  from  You,  my  Counsellor  and 
King,  as  to  how  to  comport  myself 
in  the  various  circumstances  of  the 
day. 

It  is  easy  to  see  that  the  world  needs 
to  be  lifted  to  a  higher  plane,  but 
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it  is  not  so  easy  to  know  how  to  go 
about  it,  without  irritating  and  an- 
noying. So  much  grace  and  guid- 
ance are  needed  for  this,  dear  Lord, 
that  I  come  to  You  for  help. 

Teach  me  the  knack  of  being  good 
gracefully,  attractively.  May  my 
striving  to  please  You,  my  Lord, 
be  so  well-tempered  that  my  efforts 
may  not  jar  on  others.  May  the 
thought  of  You  beautify  my  actions, 
sweeten  my  words  and  ennoble  my 
thoughts.  May  my  entire  life  prove 
to  the  world  that  I  am  guided  by 
You,  led  on  by  You  and  sustained 
by  You. 

This  is  a  gigantic  task  for  one  so  poor 
as  I,  dear  Lord.  But  I  have  confi- 
dence that  it  can  be  done,  since  it  is 
You  who  give  me  this  desire. 

If  I  wish  to  accomplish  this  task  well, 
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dear  Lord,  there  are  a  few  points  I 
must  particularly  stress  and  which 
are  vital  to  every  character.  First,  I 
must  work  at  being  sincere  and 
true.  I  say  "  work  at "  because  it  is 
not  easy  to  be  always  true.  It  re- 
quires long  practice  and  much 
virtue. 
I  must  be  true  to  every  one.  This  de- 
bars me  from  uncharitable  remarks 
of  any  one.  I  cannot  be  said  to  be 
true  if  I  am  sincere  with  some  and 
insincere  with  others.  I  must  cease 
to  criticise.  I  must  so  guard  my 
words  that  my  friends  and  asso- 
ciates will  know  that  their  reputa- 
tion is  safe  with  me.  I  must  consider 
sacred  all  confidence  entrusted  to 
me.  My  lips  must  remain  sealed, 
not  only  in  regard  to  confidences, 
but  in  regard  to  things  indifferent, 
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the  disclosure  of  which  might  create 
talk.  I  must  refrain  from  repeat- 
ing to  another  any  unkind  remark 
that  has  been  made  of  him  or  her. 
Failure  in  this  is  the  cause  of  much 
unhappiness  in  the  world. 

I  must  make  a  study  of  kindness.  Its 
realm  is  vast.  A  life-time  is  needed 
to  cover  it.  I  shall  work  at  it  earn- 
estly and  shall  begin  by  striving  to 
equalize  my  temper  —  holding  my- 
self in  such  control,  that  I  shall  be 
of  even  humor,  no  matter  how  I 
feel.  This  is  absolutely  necessary  if 
I  wish  to  be  of  help  to  others. 

How  tenderly  good  of  You,  beloved 
Lord,  to  give  me  all  these  lights  as  I 
kneel  here  close  to  You!  How  eager 
I  am  to  begin  at  once  to  follow  Your 
advice.  I  shall  be  mindful  of  these 
points  that  You  have  given  me.  I 
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sliall  work  at  them  earnestly,  know- 
ing that  you  will  help  me.  I 
sliall  come  to  You  again  tomorrow, 
dearest  Lord,  to  tell  You  of  my  suc- 
cess or  failure,  and  to  receive  new 
strength  from  You. 
Good-bye,  my  cherished  King.  My 
talisman  shall  be  my  thought  of 
You.  Little  by  little  it  will  trans- 
form me  and  make  me  successful  in 
my  work  for  You.  Lay  Your  hand 
in  blessing  upon  Your  child,  dear 
Christ,  and  remember  that  I  love 
You. 


Beloved  Master 


PROSTRATE  before  You,  my  cher- 
ished Rabboni,  I  have  come  to  beg 
Your  blessing  on  the  Retreat  I  am 
about  to  make. 

It  is  not  without  some  misgiving  that  I 
venture  to  devote  three  days  to  a 
survey  of  my  life.  Within  Your 
Presence,  it  is  impossible  to  deceive 
oneself  as  regards  the  great  issues 
of  life.  Who  of  us  enjoys  sounding 
the  depths  of  the  soul?  Who  of  us 
can  vouch  for  the  perfect  fulfillment 
of  duty?  I  must,  however,  face  this 
examination  and  see  wherein  I've 
gone  astray  and  failed  to  please 
You,  beloved  Master. 

I  look  back  over  my  life  with  its  pleas- 
ure and  pain,  its  frivolous  gayeties, 
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its  countless  disappointments  and 
its  sorrows  and  joys  filling  my  days 
to  overflowing,  and  I  ask  myself  if 
they  have  been  indeed  full  in  Your 
sight,  beloved  Master?  This  is  what 
matters. 

Has  social  life  played  havoc  with  re- 
sponsibility and  cheated  me  of  fidel- 
ity to  duty? 

Has  pleasure  been  of  such  a  nature 
as  to  weigh  down  my  heart  and 
check  my  desire  for  higher  things? 

Has  choice  of  books,  or  plays,  or  com- 
panions been  such  as  to  vitiate  my 
taste  and  leave  me  no  relish  for  Holy 
Communion? 

What  is  the  influence  of  others  upon 
me?  are  there  some  before  whom  I 
tremble  and  fear  to  do  right,  be- 
cause of  their  criticism? 

What  is  my  influence  upon  others? 
Is  it  good  or  bad? 
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Dearest  Master,  throw  Your  search- 
light upon  my  soul  that  I  may  see 
just  how  I  stand  in  Your  sight.  I 
wish  sincerely  to  be  honest  and  to 
blink  nothing. 

Together  with  the  gayeties  of  life,  the 
Cross,  too,  has  visited  me.  The 
Cross!  meant  I  know,  to  sweeten 
and  to  bring  peace. 

What  has  it  done  to  me?  Has  it  em- 
bittered me?  Have  I  weakened  un- 
der it?  Has  it  led  me  to  seek  com- 
fort in  more  distraction,  in  more 
pleasure,  in  more  emptiness? 

I  know  so  well  the  world  can  never 
lessen  the  weight  of  the  Cross.  It 
can  never  teach  the  secret  of  draw- 
ing strength  from  sorrow.  The 
world  can  never  dull  the  edge  of 
pain. 

I  know  all  this  so  well,  my  Master. 
Yet  when  sorrow  weighs  on  me,  I 
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turn  for  help  to  the  paltry  things  of 
life. 

Increase  my  strength,  dear  Master. 
Help  me  to  supernaturalize  my  life. 
Lead  me  to  look  to  You  in  every 
emergency  and  to  seek  light  from 
You. 

Let  my  watchword  be,  "  What  would 
Christ  do  in  such-and-such  circum- 
stance? "  "  How  would  He  treat  so- 
and-so,  under  such  conditions?  " 
;'  Would  Christ  approve  of  my  do- 
ing this,  or  that?  " 

May  I  fully  understand  that  I  have  a 
great  work  to  do,  and  that  it  is  not 
by  chance  that  I  am  in  this  world. 
0,  no!  I  am  here  to  prepare  for 
Heaven,  by  working  daily  at  my 
perfection  and  thereby  being  a  help 
to  others.  With  this  great  work  be- 
fore me,  my  life-  should  never  lack 
interest. 
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Bless  me,  dearest  Master.  Bless  my 
retreat.  Give  me  the  grace  to  spend 
these  days  alone,  with  You.  In  the 
silence  of  this  time,  may  I  listen  to 
Your  Will  in  my  regard,  and  may 
I  set  out  to  accomplish  it  generously. 


My  Strength,  My  Life 


THIS  is  the  second  day  of  my  Retreat, 
beloved  Lord.  If  the  first  has  not 
been  so  well  spent  as  You  would 
have  wished,  nor  as  silent  as  I  had 
promised  it  should  be,  I  shall  strive 
that  today  may  be  better. 

Yesterday,  as  I  looked  over  the  past 
and  examined  my  character  at  close 
range,  I  found,  much  to  my  con- 
fusion, that  Jealousy,  the  hateful 
poison  of  Jealousy,  plays  a  great 
part  in  my  life.  It  casts  its  influence 
over  every  pleasure,  every  friend- 
ship, every  undertaking.  It  saps  my 
life,  unless  I  am  supreme,  and  holds 
the  principal  part  in  these  various 
circumstances.  This  Jealousy  gnaws 
at  my  heart.  It  makes  me  irritable. 
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I  become  peevish  and  disagreeable 
to  those  to  whom  I  owe  the  best  that 
is  in  me.  But,  what  shames  me  most 
and  frightens  me,  is  the  damage  I 
do  by  my  words  when  Jealousy  in- 
flames my  heart! 

I  make  disparaging  remarks  about  the 
one  who  is  preferred  to  me!  It  mat- 
ters not  whether  these  remarks  are 
true  or  false,  I  seem  not  to  care, 
provided  I  can  satisfy  the  god  of 
Jealousy  that  sits  enthroned  within 
my  heart! 

At  other  times,  words  are  not  my 
weapon,  but  my  eyes  speak  vol- 
umes! A  curl  of  the  lip  insinuates 
more  than  I  would  dare  to  say! 
Again,  silence  is  a  means  I  take  to 
bring  discredit  on  my  offender! 

Jealousy  is  such  a  stealthy  prowler. 
It  does  its  work  so  cleverly  that  it  is 
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not  suspected  until  too  late.  Even  the 
heart  in  which  it  is  fed  and  nour- 
ished is  not  always  aware  of  the 
intruder. 

But,  my  God,  I  am  not  ignorant  of  this 
dweller  in  my  heart!  I  am  terrified 
at  the  damage  I  have  wrought,  and 
plead  with  You  to  show  me  how  I 
am  to  undo  the  wrong. 
Can  I  ever  gather  up  the  words  that 
have  cheated  many  of  their  rights? 
Can  I  ever  wipe  away  the  false  im- 
pressions that  I  have  given  of 
others?  Can  I  ever  make  up  for  the 
unkind  treatment  I  have  inflicted 
upon  those  to  whom  I  owe  so  much? 

Dear  Lord,  what  am  I  to  do?  It  seems 
almost  hopeless,  but  Your  grace  will 
not  be  wanting.  I  need  such 
strength.  I've  been  a  weakling  these 
many  years. 
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I  know  I  shall  again  feel  Jealous.  But 
I  shall  fight  the  feeling  until  it  has 
no  power  over  me.  I  shall  watch  my 
words,  my  manner,  the  expression 
of  my  face,  that  no  one  may  be 
wounded  by  me  in  any  way. 

What  is  popularity  worth?  What  is 
consideration  worth?  What,  even, 
is  friendship  worth  when  purchased 
at  the  ignoble  price  of  Jealousy? 

Dear  God,  be  You  the  Life  and 
Strength  of  my  soul.  Make  me  real- 
ize the  need  I  have  of  You.  Keep 
close  to  me  that  I  may  be  faithful 
to  my  resolve  to  live  a  finer  life, 
free  from  yielding  to  the  petty 
miseries  of  the  human  heart. 

What  tremendous  light  You  have 
poured  upon  my  soul!  What  grati- 
tude I  owe  to  You!  How  great  is  my 
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responsibility,   now   that   I   see   so 
clearly  the  needs  of  my  soul! 
I  shall  do  my  best,  dear  Lord,  to  draw 
my   life   and   strength    from    You. 
Deign  to  bless  Your  child. 


Shepherd  of  My  Soul 


THE  time  of  my  Retreat  is  drawing 
to  a  close.  No  longer  shall  I  be  able 
to  spend  an  entire  day  with  You, 
dear  Shepherd  of  my  soul.  Again 
must  I  go  out  into  the  world  to  take 
up  the  same  duties,  meet  the  same 
people  and  come  face  to  face  with 
the  same  temptations. 

Surely  after  three  days'  intercourse 
with  You,  beloved  Master,  I  am 
better  prepared  for  struggle  than 
heretofore.  I  have  a  clearer  vision 
of  what  lies  before  me.  I  am  better 
able  now  to  distinguish  gold  from 
dross.  These  days  of  prayer  have 
taught  me  the  value  of  life.  I  have 
found  such  depths  of  comfort  and 
strength  from  union  with  You,  that  I 
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could  not  have  dreamed  of  it  before. 

I  seem  to  have  explored  regions  of 
supernatural  life  that  leave  me  no 
taste  for  many  of  the  things  I  for- 
merly loved.  I  leave  this  dear  Re- 
treat filled  with  the  desire  to  lead  a 
life  of  prayer.  I  do  not  mean  by  this 
to  say  more  prayers  than  usual.  No. 
But  I  wish  to  think  and  act  and 
speak  in  such  a  manner  as  to  live  a 
prayer.  I  understand  now  that  this 
is  not  difficult.  My  love  for  You, 
dear  Shepherd,  will  carry  me 
through.  All  I  do  shall  be  done  for 
You.  Where  love  reigns,  all  is  done 
with  a  grace  and  charm  that  baffles 
every  difficulty. 

My  pleasures,  my  friendships  must 
become  a  prayer.  This  will  not  make 
pleasure  less  enjoyable.  On  the  con- 
trary it  will  maintain  its  freshness 
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and  prevent  it  from  losing  its  fra- 
grance. Nor  will  friendship  lose  its 
charm  when  prayer  becomes  its 
guardian.  Ah,  no!  Whatever  is 
touched  by  prayer  is  elevated  and 
ennobled.  Human  friendships  whose 
links  are  bound  up  with  prayer,  are 
eternal.  The  glow  and  beauty  of 
Heaven  rests  upon  them,  even  in  this 
world. 
Responsibility  should  become  a 
prayer.  Every  responsibility  is  a 
sacred  trust  which,  accepted  with 
reverence,  lifts  us  above  the  com- 
monplace. Duty  then,  no  matter  how 
matter-of-fact,  how  humdrum  it  may 
be,  becomes  superb  when  fulfilled 
with  love  and  generosity.  Duty 
oftentimes  means  sacrifice.  Sacrifice 
is  irksome  unless  love  accompanies 
it  and  sanctifies  it.  What  a  world  of 
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possibility  lies  about  me!  I  am  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  by  duty,  by  re- 
sponsibility. What  a  world  of  mis- 
ery if  I  shirk  my  duty!  What  a 
Heaven-upon-earth  for  me,  and  for 
those  concerned,  if  I  accept  my  obli- 
gation as  a  trust  and  fulfil  it  with 
generous  love! 

Beloved  Shepherd  of  my  soul,  let  me 
not  be  unfaithful  to  so  great  a  cov- 
enant between  You  and  me. 

Suffering  too,  must  be  transformed 
into  a  beautiful  prayer  of  resigna- 
tion and  even  of  joy.  It  is  hard  to 
realize  that  hidden  in  the  depths  of 
suffering,  there  is  that  joy  of  which 
You  spoke,  dearest  Lord,  when  You 
were  upon  earth.  The  joy  which  no 
one  can  take  from  us.  The  joy  that 
comes  from  the  Cross  nobly  borne. 

I  am  aware  that  pain  must  enter  into 
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my  life.  Already  has  it  knocked  at 
my  door.  But  I  have  not  bid  it  wel- 
come. It  came  as  an  intruder  and  I 
grew  angry  and  embittered  in  its 
presence.  I  have  never  welcomed  the 
Cross ;  yet,  I  know  that  it  is  always  a 
messenger  from  You,  divine  Master, 
and  always  a  message  of  love. 
It  is  not  easy  to  pray  when  the  heart  is 
weighed  down  with  sorrow.  Loss 
and  disappointment  and  injustice 
seem  to  shrivel  my  heart,  paralyze 
me  and  make  prayer  an  impossibil- 
ity. Yet,  prayer  is  not  necessarily  in 
words.  I  need  not  say  prayers;  but 
simply  keep  my  soul  in  an  attitude 
of  prayer,  through  the  raising  of  my 
heart  above  the  pain  which  is  apt  to 
drag  it  down  to  distrust  in  You, 
beloved  Lord,  and  to  weakness  of 
will  in  my  efforts  for  good. 
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My  God,  I  would  wish  for  no  greater 
grace  than  to  carry  my  Cross  with 
generosity  and  with  love.  I  would 
ask  for  no  greater  success  than  to 
have  so  lived  with  my  Cross  as  to 
have  drawn  from  it  strength,  ten- 
derness, and  mercy.  The  world  of 
the  Cross  is  a  region  apart,  wherein 
secrets  are  disclosed  and  lessons 
learned  that  are  known  only  to  those 
who  live  within  its  shadow.  It  is 
there  that  are  born  the  great  of  soul. 
It  is  there  that  dwell  the  saviors  of 
the  world.  It  is  there  too,  that  is  of- 
tenest  seen  the  Man  of  Sorrows,  giv- 
ing comfort  and  courage! 

Shall  I  again  resist  the  Cross  and  turn 
my  face  from  sorrow? 

Rather,  shall  I  press  it  to  my  heart  and 
let  it  do  its  work  within  my  soul. 

Dear  God,  accept  my  holocaust! 


Silent  Friend 


SILENT!  Friend!  Two  beautiful  words 
so  full  of  meaning  and  so  full  of 
strength!  To  be  a  friend  is  a  great 
accomplishment,  and  silence  is  an 
essential  quality  of  friendship. 

Dear  God,  You  have  been  so  true  a 
Friend  to  me  through  all  the  years 
that  I  wonder,  sometimes,  why  I 
have  not  been  a  greater  friend  to 
others. 

I  look  around  me  and  over  the  expanse 
of  my  life,  and  can  count  hundreds 
of  persons  who  have  been  kind  to 
me.  But  there  are  few,  if  any,  to 
whom  I  have  been  a  friend  in  the 
real  sense  of  the  word. 

As  I  kneel  here  in  Your  presence,  lov- 
ing Lord,  there  comes  back  to  me 
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recollection  of  comment  passed 
upon  me  by  those  who  wished  me 
well.  At  the  time,  I  did  not  catch  the 
significance  of  their  words,  but  to- 
day with  Your  dear  light  pouring 
down  upon  my  soul,  I  understand 
the  truth  of  their  remarks. 
"  You  devote  yourself  to  one  or  two 

and  pay  no  heed  to  others. 
You   are    too    exacting   of   your 

friends. 
You  misconstrue  remarks  made 

and  repeat  them  thus  to  others." 
So  this,  dear  Lord,  is  how  I  stand  be- 
fore the  world  —  my  little  world 
wherein  I  often  long  to  be  a  friend ! 
No  wonder  that  I  have  failed. 
I  see.  My  love  is  narrow.  It  follows 
where  fancy  leads.  Perhaps  it  fol- 
lows too,  where  self  seems  most  to 
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"  Love  one  another  as  /  have  loved 
you!  "  As  You  have  loved  me!  Is 
this  to  be  the  measure  of  my  love, 
dear  Lord  and  King?  How  can  I 
ever  rise  to  such  nobility  of  soul? 
Love  such  as  Yours  makes  man  al- 
most divine!  And  yet,  it  was  Your 
last  request,  and  the  sign  by  which 
we  should  be  known  as  Your  disci- 
ples. What  a  mission!  What  a  life- 
work!  Give  me  light  to  see  just  what 
I  am  to  do. 

As  a  first  step  towards  imitation  of 
Your  love,  Divine  Master,  I  shall 
try  to  be  less  narrow  in  my  atten- 
tions to  others.  I  shall  make  supreme 
effort  to  be  gracious  to  all,  irrespec- 
tive of  my  likes  and  dislikes.  I  feel 
sure  that  since  You  have  given  me 
the  light  to  see  my  miserable  weak- 
ness, You  will  give  me  the  strength 
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to  overcome  myself.  With  this  help 
from  You,  dear  Lord,  my  dislikes 
will  become  less  noticeable  and  my 
likes,  less  selfish.  What  a  marvelous 
experience  it  will  be,  not  to  find  my- 
self crippled  by  my  antipathies  and 
sympathies!  Heretofore,  I  have 
been  most  cordial  and  affable  and 
condescending  and,  perhaps,  a  bit 
weak  with  those  whom  I  fancy  — 
but  the  picture  changes  when  some- 
one comes  upon  the  scene  towards 
whom  I  am  prejudiced,  or  whom  I 
dislike,  or  one  who  does  not  appre- 
ciate me!  This  constant  change  of 
mood  is  disconcerting  and  leaves  me 
a  prey  to  every  wind  that  blows.  Imi- 
tation of  You,  dearest  Friend  and 
Master,  will  do  away  with  all  this 
and  I  shall  become,  through  Your 
influence,  a  scource  of  comfort  to 
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others.  The  first  resolution  therefore 
is  to  give  no  evidence  of  my  dis- 
likes; little  by  little  they  will  dis- 
appear. 

The  second  step  in  this  noble  warfare 
is  to  be  less  exacting  of  others.  I  de- 
mand so  little  from  myself,  but  from 
others  the  toll  is  exorbitant!  Per- 
haps if  I  should  try  to  give  to  others, 
part  of  what  I  expect  from  them,  it 
might  be  well.  Of  course  I  know, 
dearest  Lord,  that  friendship  im- 
plies indulgence,  but  I  have  not  al- 
ways thought  of  this.  I  shall  strive, 
beloved  Master,  to  look  for  less 
from  others  and  to  give  them  less 
to  bear  from  me. 

Lastly,  my  tongue  must  practice  si- 
lence! It  is  true  the  tongue  is  meant 
to  express  the  thought  of  the  mind, 
but  if  that  mind  is  bitter,  unkind, 
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critical,  hazardous  —  what  then? 
Then  the  WILL  must  hold  the 
tongue  in  check.  What  ravages  are 
brought  about  by  the  tongue!  What 
frightful  harm  one  word  can  do! 
The  wounds  inflicted  by  the  tongue 
are  often  irreparable.  There  are 
some  wounds  that  never  heal.  The 
thrust  may  be  forgiven,  but  the 
bleeding  never  ceases. 
Dearest  Master,  what  light  you  give 
me!  The  echo  of  my  schooldays 
comes  back  to  me  —  "  My  Child, 
you  have  a  dangerous  tongue.  Watch 
it  carefully!  w  Those  were  kind 
words  from  a  kind  teacher  but  I  did 
not  appreciate  the  significance  of 
them.  They  were  true,  neverthe- 
less, and  I  have  not  changed  much 
since  then.  This  fault  is  the  cause  of 
some  of  my  trouble  of  today. 
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Dear,  merciful  Friend,  what  am  I  to 
do?  For  awhile  I  must  keep  almost 
perfect  silence  until  I  become  so 
circumspect,  I  shall  run  no  danger 
of  offending.  Perhaps  if  I  formed, 
and  kept,  the  resolution  to  repeat 
nothing  that  I  hear,  this  would  cut  at 
the  root  of  my  trouble.  It  will  take 
time  to  school  myself  to  this  silence, 
but  it  will  have  a  quieting  effect 
upon  my  imagination  and  prevent  it 
from  becoming  distorted.  After  I 
have  learned  to  control  my  tongue 
in  general,  I  shall  be  able  to  work  at 
the  finer  points  of  silence  that  are 
absolutely  necessary  to  great  charac- 
ters. Then,  later  on,  I  shall  have  be- 
come so  trustworthy  that  every  re- 
mark, every  slip  of  the  tongue,  every 
confidence  will  be  safe  with  me  and 
I  shall  be  a  source  of  strength  to 
others  —  and  a  friend  to  all. 
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Give  me  the  grace,  most  tender  Friend, 
to  love  others  as  You  have  loved  me, 
that  I  may  make  some  small  return 
to  You  for  Your  mercy  to  one  so 
unworthy  of  this  love. 


Rabboni 


RABBONI,  my  loving  Master,  here 
prostrate  at  Your  sacred  feet,  I  lay 
my  burdens  down.  Some,  I  know, 
You  will  take  from  me  in  time,  less- 
ening daily  the  pressure  of  their 
weight.  Others  I  must  lift  again 
upon  my  tired  shoulder  and  struggle 
on,  though  with  lighter  step  and 
stronger  heart  since  You  have  laid 
Your  loving  hands  upon  them. 

If  I  could  not  come  to  You,  my  darling 
Lord,  and  in  Your  Presence  ease  my 
life  of  its  irksomeness  and  pain,  I 
fear  my  soul  might  grow  insensible 
to  the  things  so  dear  to  You,  and  I 
become  a  disappointment  to  my 
Friend  so  intimate  and  true. 

Surely  I  cannot  boast  of  much  except 
desires.  Even  they  at  times  lose  their 
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ardor  and  become  most  lax.  Yet  I 
always  know  You  understand  my 
weakness  and  look  upon  my  broken 
plans  and  shattered  promises,  with 
patient,  pitying  love.  Then  it  is  when 
all  seems  dark,  I  come  to  You,  my 
cherished  Lord,  to  lay  before  You 
the  shivered  pieces  of  my  daily  life. 
Your  chiding  is  so  gentle  and  so 
kind,  Your  praise  of  some  small 
deed  so  heartening  and  benign,  that 
I  rise  up  renewed  and  full  of  hope  to 
do  some  wondrous  thing  for  You.  I 
am  so  commonplace,  so  slow  to  real- 
ize the  deeds  of  which  I  dream,  so 
distant  from  the  goal  towards  which 
I  aim. 
Although  I  am  not  worldly  to  any 
great  degree  —  although  I  draw 
what  strength  I  have  from  You  in 
Your  repeated  visits  to  my  humble 
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home  and  in  my  converse  at  Your 
feet  —  although  I  am  faithful  to  the 
requirements  of  the  Church  —  yet  I 
know  that  my  inner  life,  the  life  You 
so  highly  prize,  is  shallow,  empty 
of  much  that  should  be  found  in  one 
who  strives  to  please  and  live  for 
You. 

I  do  so  little  that  counts  for  much.  I 
am  so  often  irritable,  out-of-sorts 
and  dull.  My  friends  are  kind 
enough  to  attribute  it  to  nerves,  but 
You  know,  dear  Lord,  and  so  do  I, 
that  it  is  not  nerves  but  selfishness 
that  is  the  cause.  Today  I  am  de- 
lightful, tomorrow,  hardly  bear- 
able. Now  I  heap  attentions  upon 
others,  again  I  live  as  though  there 
were  none  save  me,  in  this  lovely, 
sometimes  weary  world. 

My  deep  love  of  You,  sweet  Master, 
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the  countless  times  I  hold  You  as 
my  Guest,  should  make  some  change 
in  me. 

The  fault  lies  not  with  You,  dear  God, 
for  the  touch  of  Your  garment  is 
sufficient  to  transform  and  to  sanc- 
tify. The  trouble  is  with  me.  My  will 
is  sluggish,  my  weakness  great.  You 
have  given  me  so  much  light,  my 
cherished  Lord,  but  I  fail  to  exert 
myself  to  follow  it.  I  have  started 
dozens  of  times  to  lead  an  interior 
life,  a  life  of  union  with  You,  where- 
in all  my  thoughts  and  words  and 
acts  should  show  the  influence  of 
Your  Presence,  yet  repeatedly  do  I 
fall  back  into  inaction. 

Today  it  seems  that  I  have  received  a 
special  call  from  You,  dear  Lord, 
to  make  a  supreme  effort  to  please 
You  and  to  give  You  honor  through 
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a  life  of  cheerful  generosity.  I  know 
just  where  I  fail  and  I  promise  to 
watch  myself  most  carefully.  Some 
day  You  will  be  proud  of  me,  dear 
Lord.  Some  day  You  will  count  me 
among  Your  constant,  faithful 
friends.  Some  day,  too,  You  may 
find  me  so  transformed,  so  much 
like  You,  sweet  Lord,  in  heart  and 
mind  that  You  will  use  me  to  draw 
others  close  to  You  to  be  strength- 
ened and  refreshed.  What  happiness 
for  me! 
Good-bye,  my  cherished  Lord.  I  leave 
You  now  to  begin  the  task  I've 
promised  You  to  fulfil.  Of  course  I 
know  You  are  never  far  from  me, 
nor  are  You  ever  unmindful  of  my 
needs,  so  there  is  no  cause  to  fear. 
Good-bye,  once  more. 


THE  GREAT  OBLATION 


Holy  Mass 

From  the  beginning  of  Mass  to  the 
Epistle 


H, 


_OLY  Spirit,  Lord  of  light, 
From  Your  clear,  celestial  height, 
Your    pure,   beaming    radiance  give. 


Come,  dear  Father  of  the  poor, 
Come  with  treasures  that  endure. 
Come,  the  Light  of  all  that  live. 

You,  of  all  Consolers,  best 
Visiting  the  troubled  breast, 
Do  refreshing  peace  bestow. 


You,  in  toil,  are  comfort  sweet, 
Pleasant  coolness  in  the  heat, 
Solace  in  the  midst  of  woe. 
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Light  immortal,  Light  divine, 
Visit  now  this  heart  of  mine, 
And  my  inmost  being  fill. 

If  You  take  Your  grace  away, 
Nothing  pure  in  me  will  stay, 
All  my  good  is  turned  to  ill. 

Heal  my  wounds,  my  strength  renew. 
On  my  dryness  pour  Your  dew. 
Wash  the  stains  of  guilt  away. 

Bend  the  stubborn  heart  and  will. 
Melt  the  frozen,  warm  the  chill. 
Guide  the  steps  that  go  astray. 

You,  on  those  who  evermore 
You  confess  and  You  adore, 
In  Your  seven-fold  gifts  descend. 

Give  them  comfort  when  they  die. 
Give  them  life  with  You  on  high. 
Give  them  joys  that  never  end. 

Amen. 
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My  Lord  and  Savior,  Jesus  Christ,  I 
draw  near  to  the  Altar  of  the  great 
Unbloody  Sacrifice.  I  kneel  before 
the  King,  a  Victim  for  me,  that  I 
may  receive  pardon  for  my  sins  and 
be  nourished  by  His  Flesh  and 
Blood. 

Let  not  my  unworthiness,  my  sinful- 
ness, my  worldliness  be  an  obstacle 
to  the  power,  to  the  courage,  to  the 
love  which  I  long  to  draw  this  morn- 
ing, beloved  Lord,  from  my  near- 
ness to  this  tremendous  act  of  im- 
molation of  my  Friend  and  King. 

God  and  I!  God  offering  Himself  for 
me!  I  looking  on,  with  such  indif- 
ference, while  my  tender  Father,  my 
true  devoted  Friend,  sacrifices  Him- 
self for  me!  For  one  so  unworthy, 
so  disfigured,  so  crippled,  so  ugly 
in  the  ugliness  of  worldly  stains. 
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Christ  and  I!  The  Lord,  Christ,  loves 
me!  He  loves  me  with  a  love  so  deep 
that  He  sacrifices  all  for  me,  that  I 
may  be  washed  of  my  sin,  made  fit 
to  lead  a  life  of  generous  giving,  of 
self-forgetfulness,  of  earnest  labor 
for  souls!  Shall  I  not  do  something 
for  Him? 

Christ  and  I!  I  so  close  to  the  great 
Heart  of  Christ!  Close  to  that  Heart 
which  beat  with  a  tender,  eager  love 
for  souls!  Can  I  be  so  close  and  not 
rise  up  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  this 
Heart?  0  Lord,  Jesus!  Teach  me 
the  beauty  and  strength  of  sacrifice. 
Help  me  too,  to  make  a  holocaust  of 
my  life  as  You  did.  May  it  trans- 
form my  life  into  a  life  of  beauty, 
into  a  life  of  helpfulness,  into  a  life 
of  truth  and  goodness.  May  it 
broaden    the    narrowness    of    my 
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views,  enrich  the  poverty  of  my 
lit  art,  and  fill  with  vigor  the  slug- 
gishness of  my  inactive  soul. 
Christ  and  I!  Christ,  my  Friend!  I,  a 
pauper,  blind,  without  learning,  and 
ignorant  of  all  good.  Dear  Christ, 
enrich  me  with  supernatural  wealth. 
Enlighten  me  that  I  may  recognize 
You  in  sorrow  and  in  pain.  Be  You 
my  Teacher  and  my  Friend,  that  I 
may  be  learned  in  the  things  that  are 
eternal. 


Epistle 


St.  Paul  to  the  Corinthians,  I,  xiii,  3—8 


IF  I  should  distribute  all  my  goods  to 

feed  the  poor, 
If  I   should  deliver  my  body  to  be 
burned,  and  have  not 

Charity,  it  profiteth  me  nothing. 

Charity  is  patient,  is  kind : 

Charity  envieth  not,  dealeth  not  per- 
versely; 

Charity  is  not  puffed  up ; 

Charity  is   not  ambitious,   seeketh 
not  her  own, 

Charity  is  not  provoked  to  anger, 

Charity  thinketh  no  evil; 

Charity  rejoiceth  not  in  iniquity,  but 
rejoiceth  with  the  truth, 

Charity  beareth  all  things, 
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Charity  believeth  all  things, 
Charity  hopeth  all  things, 
Charity  endureth  all  things. 
Charity  never  falleth  away. 


Gospel 

St.  Matthew  V,  13-16 

YOU  are  the  salt  of  the  earth. 
But  if  the  salt  lost  its  savour, 
Wherewith  shall  it  be  salted? 
It  is  good  for  nothing  any  more 
But  to  be  cast  out,  and  to  be  trodden 
on  by  men. 

You  are  the  light  of  the  world. 

A  city  seated  on  a  mountain  cannot  be 

hid. 
Neither  do  men  light  a  candle  and  put 

it  under  a  bushel, 
But  upon  a  candlestick,  that  it  may 

shine  to   all  that  are   in  the 

house. 
So  let  your  light  shine  before  men, 
That  they  may  see  your  good  works, 
And  glorify  your  Father  who  is  in 

Heaven. 


Offertory 


THE  moment  is  approaching  when 
Christ,  my  Lord,  will  immolate 
Himself  for  me!  What  return  shall 
I  make  to  Him?  What  offering  can 
I  make  that  will  be  worthy  of  so 
great  a  Lord?  What  gift  to  offer 
ONE  so  rich,  from  one  so  poor,  so 
destitute,  so  bare? 

Take  me,  dear  Lord,  with  all  my 
weakness  and  my  sin.  Take  me  as 
Your  victim,  Your  holocaust,  Your 
immolated  child.  To  You,  I  offer  up 
my  life  —  scant  return  for  all  Your 
gift  to  me!  To  You,  I  consecrate 
my  intellect,  the  storehouse  of  my 
Faith.  Oh!  Keep  it  free  from  blight! 
My  heart  with  all  its  craving,  loves 
and  passions,  I  humbly  offer  You, 
my  King.  Purify  and  strengthen  it. 
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May  I  become  less  unworthy  of  the 
Friend  who  sacrifices  all  for  me. 
Dearest  Lord,  make  my  sacrifice  com- 
plete. Aid  me  to  sweep  from  my 
life  all  that  savours  of  the  world 
and  sin.  May  greed  of  money  not 
blind  me  to  the  great  issues  of  life, 
nor  love  of  ease  and  enjoyment 
drive  me  to  pluck  the  fruit  that 
savours  of  the  past  and  robs  me  of 
the  taste  for  the  pure  and  stainless 
loves  of  life. 


Consecration 


0  GOD-HEAD  hid,  devoutly  I  adore 
Thee, 

Who  truly  art  within  the  forms  before 

me; 
To  Thee  my  heart  I  bow  with  bended 

knee, 
As  failing  quite  in  contemplating  Thee. 

Sight,  touch,  and  taste  in  Thee  are  each 

deceived; 
The  ear  alone  most  safely  is  believed: 

1  trust  to   all   the  Son   of   God   has 
spoken; 

Than  Truth's  own  word  there  is  no 
truer  token. 

God  only  on  the  Cross  lay  hid  from 

view, 
But  here  lies  hid  at  once  the  Manhood 

too; 
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And  I,  in  both  professing  my  belief, 
Make  the  same  prayer  as  the  repentant 
thief. 

Thy  wounds,  as  Thomas  saw,  I  do  not 

see, 
Yet  Thee  confess  my  Lord  and  God  to 

be; 
Make  me  believe  Thee  ever  more  and 

more; 
In  Thee  my  hope,  in  Thee  my  love  to 

store. 

0  Thou  Memorial  of  our  Lord's  own 
dying; 

0  living  Bread,  to  mortals  life  supply- 
ing; 

Make  Thou  my  soul  henceforth  on 
Thee  to  live 

Ever  a  taste  of  heavenly  sweetness  give. 
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0  loving  Pelican;  0  Jesu,  Lord! 
Unclean  I  am,  but  cleanse  me  in  Thy 

Blood; 
Of  which  a  single  drop,  for  sinners 

spilt, 
Can  purge  the  universe  from  all  its 

guilt. 

Jesu,  Whom  for  the  present  veiled  I 
see, 

What  I  so  thirst  for,  Oh,  vouchsafe  to 
me; 

That  I  may  see  Thy  Countenance  un- 
folding, 

And  may  be  blest  Thy  glory  in  be- 
holding. 


Before  Communion 


DEAR  Lamb  of  God,  enter  into  my 
poor  abode  and  make  it  Your  dwell- 
ing-place. Pay  no  heed  to  its 
wretched  misery,  its  utter  poverty, 
its  scars  and  guilt  —  see  only  the 
love  with  which  I  love  You,  dearest 
Lord;  heed  only  the  longing  of  my 
heart  to  make  my  life  worth  while. 

I  have  made  mistakes  and  I  have 
sinned  most  shamefully,  but  it  was 
because  I  did  not  know  Your  love 
for  me,  my  Master  dear,  nor  the 
agony  of  Your  pure  Heart  for  my 
salvation. 

It  is  all  so  plain  to  me  now,  loved 
Master.  I  long  to  make  up  for  the 
past.  I  will  to  put  far  from  me  all 
that  made  havoc  in  my  soul.  I  wish 
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to  become  great  in  Your  eyes,  and 
true  and  loyal  to  Your  name. 

Bid  me  preach  a  sermon  to  Your  honor 
—  a  sermon,  not  of  words,  but  of 
deeds,  that  will  tell  the  world  of 
Your  patient  waiting  for  the  fallen, 
tottering  ones  of  life,  the  sin-be- 
smirched, the  weary  and  the  faint 
who  did  they  know  the  Treasure  I 
have  found,  would  hasten  to  lay 
their  burdens  at  Your  sacred  feet. 
They  would  come  to  You  and  offer 
hearts  sin-stained,  'tis  true,  but 
magnanimous  in  their  sincere  re- 
solve, and  beautiful  in  their  humble, 
generous  love. 

This  gift  I  ask  of  You,  most  loving 
Lord,  That  I  may  ever  be  Your 
herald,  Your  champion,  Your  de- 
voted, humble  child. 


After  Communion 


MY  God  is  in  my  breast!  He  and  I, 
alone!  The  King  and  pauper  meet! 
The  beggar  entertains  the  gracious 
Prince!  To  me  the  King  has  come  to 
feed  and  nourish  me!  He  gives  His 
sacred  Flesh  to  save  my  starving 
soul!  His  precious  Blood  He  pours 
upon  my  fevered  wounds !  He  brings 
me  back  to  health! 

I  who  have  feasted  on  the  husks  this 
world  does  offer  am  partaking  of 
the  Banquet  of  the  King.  I  am 
strengthening  my  pinched  and  hun- 
gry soul  with  Food  fit  rather  for 
Angels  than  for  men,  the  Body  of 
Christ  divine! 

Why  have  You  come  to  me,  dear 
Christ,  my  King?  Why  have  You 
ventured  near  a  heart  so  poor  as 
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mine,  so  cold,  so  threadbare,  so  for- 
lorn? 

Great  indeed  You  are  to  stoop  so  low, 
to  show  such  love  for  me  so 
wretched,  such  pity  for  me  so  weak, 
so  frail. 

Dear,  gracious  God,  I  love  You.  I  offer 
You  myself,  now  that  I  am  beauti- 
fied by  Your  presence  within  this 
frail  abode.  0  stay  with  me,  my 
God,  through  storm  and  calm.  Abide 
with  me  through  sorrow  and  through 
joy.  Teach  me,  day  by  day,  Your 
Will  that  I  may  follow  after  it  with 
love  and  trust.  May  I  grow  ever 
fonder  of  my  divine  and  cherished 
Friend,  who  has  deigned  to  take 
shelter  within  my  poor  abode.  May 
He  never  leave  me  on  this  journey 
of  life.  May  I  live  with  Him  for  all 
Eternity. 


WITH  CHRIST 
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My  God  and  I 


OD  with  me,  and  I  with  Him! 
The  God  of  Purity  within  my  soul 
so  weak  and  scarred  with  sin!  I  wrap 
You  round  and  compass  You  within 
my  poor  frail  dwelling,  to  plead 
with  You  and  tell  You  of  my  love 
and  many  needs. 

The  time  is  all  too  short  to  lay  before 
You,  dear  God,  the  troubles  of  my 
heart.  It  is  far  too  short  to  talk  to 
You  of  the  anxieties  that  crowd 
upon  my  life,  the  difficulties  that  be- 
set my  path,  my  hopes,  my  fears. 
Too  short,  dear  Lord,  too  short! 

But,  what  need  have  I  to  speak?  Do 
You  not  know  it  all,  my  precious 
Lord?  Have  You  not  come  to 
strengthen  me  and  to  give  me  peace? 
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Are  You  not  urging  me  to  trust  in 
You?  You  do  not  ask  for  words,  but 
rather  love  and  silence,  while  You 
speak  and  point  out  ways  and  means 
to  overcome  myself  and  the  difficul- 
ties of  the  day. 

You  and  I  together!  What  room  is 
there  for  worry,  when  You  are  here? 
What  should  I  fear,  when  Your  in- 
terest and  love  follow  me  at  every 
turn?  With  You  to  slake  my  thirst 
and  nourish  my  hunger,  why  should 
I  be  anxious?  Why  turn  for  help, 
where  help  cannot  be  had? 

I  close  my  eyes  and  withdraw  my 
mind  from  every  thought,  save  You, 
my  precious  Lord  —  You  who  love 
me,  and  love  me  so  sincerely.  I 
realize  Your  Presence  here  within 
me  and  implore  of  You  to  spirit- 
ualize my  life  so  that  every  thought 
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and  word  and  act  may  have  eternal 
value. 

Since  You  are  my  Food  and  Drink, 
most  sacred  Lord,  I  should  grow 
daily  more  and  more  like  You, 
and  lose  myself  completely.  My 
thoughts  should  be  like  Yours 
—  great  and  noble  and  true.  My 
words  so  full  of  unction  and  of 
love  that  hearts  would  be  consoled 
by  them,  and  strengthened  to  follow 
after  You.  My  acts  would  have  such 
charm  in  them  that,  like  You,  be- 
loved Lord,  I  would  go  about  doing 
good  and  bringing  sunshine  into 
other  lives.  What  a  mission  this 
would  be!  How  happy  I  should  be! 
What  glory  I  should  give  to  You! 

Dearest  Lord,  speak  Your  blessing  to 
my  weak  but  willing  heart.  Grant 
that  I  may  go  into  the  thoroughfares 
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of  life  with  the  radiance  of  Heaven 
about  me.  May  I  spend  myself  for 
others  as  a  pledge  of  my  love  for 
You. 
Thank  You,  loved  Rabboni,  for  Your 
visit  of  today.  The  remembrance  of 
it  will  cheer  me  all  the  while,  until 
again  I  welcome  You  to  my  poor 
and  humble  resting-place,  which  I 
shall  strive  to  keep  in  readiness  for 
You,  my  Savior  Jesus  Christ. 


Vine  and  Branch 


THE  morning  has  been  long  in  coming, 
gentle  Lord,  and  I,  impatient  for 
our  meeting  that  I  might  tell  You  of 
the  turmoil  in  my  soul,  and  of  the 
ravages  anger  has  wrought  within 
me,  since  last  You  came  to  me. 

I  had  promised  You  so  earnestly  to 
guard  my  words  and  to  keep  myself 
controlled  when  things  went  con- 
trary to  my  liking.  I  have  failed 
most  miserably.  I  flew  into  a  rage. 
My  heart  exploded  into  words  that 
I  can  never  recall  and  which  stirred 
anger  and  bitterness  and  pain  in  the 
hearts  of  those  who  heard  me.  This 
terrible  explosion  was  followed  by 
an  icy  silence  as  though  I  were  the 


94 


VINE    AND    BRANCH 


injured  party,  and  all  the  world  to 
blame. 

What  anguish  of  shame  and  remorse 
I  have  since  felt!  There  was  no  one 
to  whom  I  could  turn  but  to  You,  my 
loving  Lord,  for  I  knew  only  You 
could  understand  my  weakness,  and 
the  sincerity  of  my  resolve  when 
You  urged  me  to  patience  and  self- 
control. 

When  I  grew  calm  and  somewhat  mas- 
ter of  myself,  I  realized  I  had  dis- 
appointed You  and  broken  my  word 
to  You,  and  so  with  tremendous  ef- 
fort, I  murmured  some  words  of  re- 
gret for  my  conduct;  then  it  was 
that  I  realized  I  had  brought  dis- 
credit upon  You,  my  patient  Lord, 
for  I  heard  comments  of  "  the  little 
good  done  me  by  Holy  Commun- 
ion "  and  that  "  I  would  do  better 
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to  remain  away  from  You  until  I 
showed  some  signs  of  improve- 
ment! " 

I  was  cut  to  the  heart.  I  knew  that  they 
were  right  in  expecting  more  of  me 
and  yet  my  only  hope  was  in  draw- 
ing close  to  You,  my  Lord,  and  in 
being  taught  by  You.  They  expect 
You  to  work  miracles  in  me,  and  so 
You  do,  but  my  weakness  is  so  great 
that  Your  influence  cannot  be  seen 
so  soon. 

How  long  it  takes  for  the  Sap  of 
the  Vine  to  run  through  all  the 
branches !  You  are  the  strong,  tender 
Vine,  dear  Lord,  and  I  a  dried  and 
stunted  branch.  But  I  shall  not  be 
that  forever.  The  rich  Sap  of  my 
Lord's  dear  Body  is  struggling 
through  this  shriveled  branch.  It 
seems  to  have  no  life  within  it.  It 
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has  certainly  no  signs  of  beauty  and 
some  might  think  it  best  lopped  off, 
but  You  will  not  hear  to  this,  sweet 
Lord.  You  will  nourish  me  and  make 
me  strong  and  some  day  I  shall  bear 
You  fruit.  Some  day,  perhaps,  the 
branch  will  be  so  full  of  life  and 
strength  and  beauty  —  so  rich  in 
flower  and  leaf  and  seed,  that  it  will 
be  proof  of  the  power  of  the  Vine 
to  fill  with  health  and  vigor  a  dried 
and  knotted  stalk. 
My  dearest  Lord,  I  leave  You  now  with 
renewed  courage,  and  again  the  re- 
solve to  patience  and  control.  Efface 
from  the  minds  of  those  whom  I  of- 
fended, the  remembrance  of  my 
words.  May  I  prove  to  them,  and  to 
all,  that  I  am  striving  to  rid  myself 
of  my  poverty  and  to  put  on  the 
riches  of  my  King. 


VINE    AND    BRANCH 


97 


Thank  You,  my  patient  Lord,  for  the 
comfort  You  have  given  me.  Each 
day  will  prove  to  You  my  love.  The 
Time  will  come  when  Your  work  in 
me  will  shine  forth  to  Your  glory. 
I  shall  then  no  longer  be  your  weak 
and  twisted  branch,  but  Your  fruit 
—  Your  rich  and  mellow  fruit, 
made  beautiful  by  the  untiring 
patience  of  my  loving  Lord,  the 
strong,  true  Vine  whose  Sap  gives 
life  and  health  eternal. 


He  Waits  for  Me  in  My  Sorrow 


I  COULD  not  bring  myself  to  come  to 
You,  my  God,  until  to-day.  I  have 
suffered  much.  Death  has  taken 
from  me  all  my  joy,  and  left  my  life 
so  empty.  Why  is  it  that  I  am  robbed 
of  all  that  made  my  life  so  sweet, 
whilst  many  all  around  enjoy  their 
treasures  to  the  end?  Why,  my  God, 
have  You  so  afflicted  me? 

You  say  it  was  for  the  best.  I  cannot 
see  it  thus,  my  God.  I  have  gained 
nothing  from  this  weight  of  sorrow. 
I  have  lost,  and  lost  most  dread- 
fully. My  heart  is  cold  within  me. 
My  soul  seems  paralyzed.  There  is 
not  a  face  that  can  bring  solace  to 
my  pain.  Life  is  all  so  dark  and 
drear  and  lonely.  Must   I  live   it 
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through?  Must  I  go  on  and  cling  to 
nothingness? 

My  God,  how  wild  I  talk!  How  clouded 
is  my  mind!  How  unrelenting  is  my 
heart!  My  will,  how  unresigned! 
Surely  I've  come  to  You  to-day  with 
hope  of  comfort  and  relief.  My  hope 
is  not  in  vain.  I  must  rise  above  this 
grief  and  draw  from  You  my 
strength.  You  bid  me  trust  in  You, 
dear  God,  and  amidst  the  wreckage 
of  my  heart,  to  pledge  my  trust  in 
Your  most  precious  Will. 

My  God,  my  Father,  and  my  Friend  so 
dear,  I  offer  all  my  grief  to  You. 
The  coldness  of  my  heart,  my  life- 
less soul,  my  sluggish  inert  will  I 
give  to  You  to  bring  them  back  to 
usefulness  and  health.  The  Cross 
has  dulled  in  me  all  thought  of 
others   and  of  others'  needs.   This 
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must  not  be.  I  see  it  now  since  You 
have  been  within  my  burdened  soul. 
I  am  not  so  alone  as  I  had  thought, 
dear  Lord,  nor  am  I  without  help 
from  You  to  rise  above  what  seems 
to  be  the  emptiness  of  life,  and  fill 
it  with  the  wealth  that  comes  from 
intercourse  with  You.  0  dearest 
Lord,  keep  close  to  me,  I  pray. 
I  return  now  to  my  dismal  home  so  full 
of  memories  of  the  dear  departed 
one.  What  strength  I  need  to  face  it 
all!  What  strength  to  let  my  loss  be 
unto  me  a  gain! 


May  it  sweeten  me. 

May  it  take  my  thoughts  from  self. 

May  its  pressure  keep  me  gentle  and 

forbearing. 
May  it  drive  me  to  spend  my  life  for 

others. 
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May  it  help  me  to  understand  the  sor- 
rows of  others. 
May  it  supernaturalize  my  life. 


What  wonders  You  must  work  in  souls, 
beloved  Lord,  since  even  I  can  find 
myself  so  changed  in  this  short  time 
of  Your  kind  stay  with  me! 

Thank  You.  Thank  You  for  it  all.  I 
place  my  trust  in  You,  my  tender 
God,  and  know  Your  Will  is  best. 
When  You  see  that  I  begin  again  to 
lose  my  faith  in  You,  when  my  will 
rebels  and  I  writhe  with  pain  —  oh! 
recall  to  me  the  thoughts  I  have  to- 
day; press  me  to  seek  Your  help  at 
the  Banquet  of  Your  Love.  It  may 
not  be  long  before  You  will  call  me 
to  join  the  loved  ones  gone  ahead, 
but  there  is  yet  work  for  me  to  do.  I 
would  not  wish  to  leave  it  incom- 
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plete  since  it  is  Your  Will  that  I 

should  fulfil  my  task. 
Stay  close  to  me,  my  Friend,  my  God, 

my  Strength. 
All  will  be  well. 


My  Friend  Who  Journeys  With 
Me 

HE  is  here  with  me!  My  Friend 
so  true,  so  pure,  so  full  of  love  for 
me!  How  safe  I  am!  How  sure  of 
step!    How   shielded   and   content! 

With  all  this  Wealth  treasured  up  in 
my  narrow,  puny  heart,  I  bend  low 
in  adoration,  while  wonderingly  I 
ask  myself  what  use  I  shall  make  of 
this  Gift  so  great  —  great  with  the 
greatness  of  my  God. 

How  shall  I  guard  this  gift  of  Purity 
that  I  hold  in  the  frail  tabernacle  of 
my  soul? 

In  the  midst  of  the  world,  where  sin 
abounds,  how  shall  I  keep  intact  the 
freshness  of  my  gift? 

Shall  I  not  go  down  the  lanes  of  life 
with  courage,  fearing  nothing  be- 
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cause  of  the  purity  of  my  God,  who 
journeys  with  me? 

Shall  I  not  help  to  make  fresh  the  stag- 
nant pools,  bring  health  to  sickly, 
fevered  hearts  and  blessings  every- 
where, because  the  God  of  Goodness 
deigns  to  abide  with  me? 

Passing  along  life's  highway,  shall  I 
permit  the  dust  of  the  road,  the  wind 
and  the  rain,  to  smirch  or  mar  the 
beauty  of  His  Presence  within  my 
honored  soul? 

0  divine  and  beautiful  Lord,  will  You 
not  sanctify  me? 

Will  You  not  sanctify  my  mind,  that 
its  thoughts  may  be  pure,  its  reason- 
ings true,  its  judgments  justly  merci- 
ful? 

Sanctify  my  eyes,  my  ears,  that  the 
sights  and  sounds  of  life  may  not 
tarnish  the  purity  of  my  soul,  nor 
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diminish  my  love  and  appreciation 
of  purity. 

My  words!  My  words,  dear  Lord,  I 
pray  You  guard  them.  Set  Your  seal 
upon  them  that  they  may  never 
wound  nor  mar. 

Sanctify  my  entire  being,  dearest  Mas- 
ter, that  I  may  be  as  it  were,  a  bea- 
con light  to  warm,  to  cheer,  to  guide 
companions  on  the  way  of  life  as 
they  journey  over  the  roads  where 
sin  and  sorrow  make  the  way  so  hard 
to  travel. 

Make  my  life  worth  while,  my  darling 
Lord  —  no  empty,  shallow,  selfish 
span  of  years,  but  a  noble  life,  filled 
with  noble  thoughts  and  words  and 
deeds.  May  I  spend  myself  for 
others  through  love  for  You,  my 
King. 

May  my  life  be  a  benediction,  not  so 
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much  because  of  what  I  do,  nor  of 
what  I  am,  but  because  of  Him  who 
journeys  with  me,  the  dear  Com- 
panion of  my  soul,  the  Master,  Jesus 
Christ. 


At  Last 


AT  last,  after  years  of  waiting,  I  open 
my  door  to  You,  my  patient,  tender 
Lord.  I  fling  it  wide  and  bid  You 
take  possession  of  my  tawdry, 
gaudy,  garish  hut. 

Long  have  You  tarried  at  my  door, 
sweet  Lord.  Long  have  I  kept  You 
waiting  in  the  cold,  dank  air.  Many 
a  time  my  hand  was  on  the  latch  to 
bid  You  enter,  but  "  no,"  I  said. 
"  I  cannot  let  HIM  in,  He  would  be 
a  burden  on  my  life.  My  other  guests 
would  wonder  at  HIS  presence. 
They  might  sneer  at  me  and 
laugh.  They  might,  indeed,  forsake 
me.  They  might  leave  me  to  the 
mercy  of  this  strange  and  un- 
familiar Friend." 
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So  I  bolted  tight  the  door  and  dulled 
my  ears  to  the  ceaseless  knocking  of 
this  weary,  patient  Pilgrim  at  my 
rusty,  cobwebbed  door. 

But  oh!  I  could  not  help  but  hear.  I 
tried  in  vain  to  drown  Your  sweet, 
low  tapping,  Your  gentle  rapping  at 
my  hardened,  hollow  heart.  In  the 
midst  of  laughter,  or  in  a  flood  of 
tears,  I  could  hear  Your  silent  foot- 
fall and  Your  insistent  touch  upon 
the  latch. 

With  fear  and  love  commingled  — 
fear  of  friends  and  love  of  You, 
dear  Lord  —  I  drew  the  bolt,  the 
dusty,  mouldy,  stubborn  bolt,  and 
opened  wide  my  door.  And  You,  my 
gracious  Lord,  did  enter  in.  You 
deigned  to  take  possession  of  my 
heart  —  my  paltry,  trembling,  wav- 
ering heart,  made  resplendent  by 
Your  coming. 
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Now  I  hold  You!  You  are  mine!  You 
are  my  Prisoner,  my  Friend,  my 
Guest,  my  King! 

Quickly  do  I  bolt  the  door,  that  all  the 
traffic  of  other  days  may  pass  within 
no  more.  Here,  in  the  quiet  of  my 
hut,  I  shall  tell  You  of  the  sorrow  of 
my  heart  through  all  these  years  of 
resistance  to  Your  call  to  lead  a  dif- 
ferent life.  To  all  who  came  within 
my  life,  I  seemed  so  full  of  joy,  and 
hope,  and  cheer  that  none  suspected 
the  constant  gnawing  at  my  heart  for 
things  that  satisfy,  for  things  of 
eternal  worth.  I  longed  for  YOU, 
Rabboni,  but  the  world  held  me 
fast.  I  tried  to  throw  off  its 
shackles  and  break  away  from  its 
fetters;  You  know  with  what  result. 
My  life  has  been  so  full  of  emptiness 
that  all  that  is  worth  while  has  suf- 
fered at  my  hands.  It  is  late;  never- 
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theless  I  must  begin  anew  to  fulfil 
my  duty,  to  accomplish  Your  will, 
and  to  make  return  to  Your  everlast- 
ing love. 

May  I  wend  my  way  along  life's  Road 
with  Your  love  ever  in  my  heart,  my 
God.  May  its  smile  be  upon  my  lips, 
its  radiance  in  my  eyes.  May  my 
humble  ministry  be  one  of  cheer  and 
hope,  of  sympathy  and  encourage- 
ment. 

May  my  journey  towards  Eternity  be 
one  long  sweet  hymn  of  loving 
thanks  to  You,  the  long-rejected, 
patient  Lover  of  my  soul. 

May  I  prove  true  to  You,  my  God,  as 
You  are  true  to  me. 


Abide  in  Me,  and  I  in  You 


YOU'VE  come  to  me  again,  my  cher- 
ished Lord,  and  I  to  You.  I  come  to 
You  for  help  and  strength  and  love, 
and  You,  in  Your  bounty,  give  me 
all  I  seek.  What  do  I  give  You  in  re- 
turn? 

You  give  Yourself  entirely  to  me,  and 
I  accept  this  wondrous  Gift  quite 
simply,  and  with  little  thought  as  to 
what  I  owe  to  You.  I  marvel  that  You 
never  chide  me  for  my  lack  of  cour- 
tesy and  generosity,  beloved  Lord. 
And  yet,  it  must  be  some  sweet  way 
You  have  that  awakes  me  to  the  fact 
of  my  neglect  of  You.  I  see  that  all 
is  not  done  when  I  receive  You,  time 
and  time  again,  and  thank  You  for 
Your  coming.  I  begin  to  realize  that 
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I  should  make  You  some  return  for 
all  You  do  for  me. 

You  see,  sweet  Lord,  I  am  so  small,  so 
poor  —  I  so  lack  the  things  that 
make  for  greatness,  that  I  scarcely 
know  just  what  to  offer  You.  The 
only  greatness  I  can  boast  of  are  my 
desires.  They  are  strong,  and  seem 
to  grow  in  strength  each  time  You 
come  to  me,  my  tender  Lord.  I  take 
courage  in  the  thought,  that  since  I 
have  so  strong  desire  to  live  for  You, 
it  must  be  You  who  give  me  this 
great  longing,  and  the  grace  to 
realize  it. 

How  shall  I  begin  to  live  entirely  for 
You,  sweet  Lord?  You  know  how 
full  my  days  are,  how  little  time  I 
have  for  prayer  and  how  poorly  I 
know  how  to  pray.  Yet  my  heart  will 
not  be  satisfied  until  my  life  is  spent 
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for  You.  Its  work,  its  play,  its  sor- 
row and  its  joy  —  all  shall  be  for 
You.  And  You,  sweet  Lord,  with 
Your  strange,  kind,  magic  power, 
will  transform  into  beauty  my  sim- 
ple, humdrum  life;  my  petty  cares, 
the  monotonous  round  of  duties,  will 
glow  with  the  loveliness  of  Your 
grace.  Patience,  endurance,  gentle- 
ness and  peace  will  be  made  fra- 
grant by  the  love  of  my  God  for 
whom  I  labor,  for  whom  I  live,  who 
abides  in  me,  and  I  in  Him. 

In  company  with  so  dear  a  Friend, 
sweet  Lord,  I  hope  to  catch  the  love- 
liness of  Your  ways,  Your  kindly 
words  that  bring  such  peace,  and 
Your  patient  silences  that  work  such 
marvels  in  tried  and  rebellious 
hearts. 

With  You  so  close,  so  great  a  part  of 
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my  own  life  entwined  in  Yours,  dear 
Lord,  it  would  not  do  for  me  to  let 
any  shadow  rest  upon  my  face.  My 
countenance  must  speak  of  joy  and 
calm,  since  I  have  so  dear  a  Friend 
with  me. 

Then  too,  I  must  not  let  one  word 
escape  my  lips  that  is  not  kind,  for  I 
know,  dear  Lord,  that  I  cannot  be 
close  to  You  and  fail  in  charity  to- 
wards those  You  love. 

What  a  flood  of  light  You  have  given 
me  to-day,  my  loving  Lord!  What  a 
joy  to  think  I  have  begun  to  live  my 
life  for  You!  What  changes  I  must 
make!  Little  by  little  it  will  come 
about.  Day  by  day  and  hour  by  hour 
I  hope  the  work  will  go  apace  until 
I  am  transformed  in  You,  my  dear- 
est Lord.  You  in  me  and  I  in  You! 
How  glorious !  The  work  is  great,  but 
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I  do  not  fear,  for  I  know  You  will  be 
ever  working  with  me.  Each  day 
You  will  give  me  light  to  grow  still 
kinder,  sweeter,  more  forbearing  — 
less  of  Self  and  more  of  You,  dear 
God. 
I  begin  now  this  great  conquest.  I  set 
out  with  my  Leader  who  knows  not 
defeat.  Why  should  I  fear,  dear 
God? 


The  King  Awaits  His  Almoner 


I  AM  here,  my  King,  and  You  with  me. 
Your  almoner  receives  You,  Lord 
Bountiful,  and  waits  to  be  replen- 
ished with  Your  wealth.  Then  out 
into  the  world  I'll  go  to  strew  my 
treasures  along  the  way.  Freely  do 
You  give  to  me,  and  freely  must  I 
scatter  Your  riches  abroad.  All  the 
sweetest  things  this  world  does  hold 
I  have  within  my  soul  today,  for 
Christ,  my  King,  has  come  to  me  and 
laden  me  with  gifts!  He  bids  me 
keep  not  one  iota  for  myself,  for,  He 
says,  "  I  am  all  you  need.  Dispense 
My  gifts  to  all  you  meet  and  return 
to  Me  for  more." 

What  are  these  alms  I  have  today, 
sweet   Lord,    to   bestow   upon   the 
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world?  Your  love?  Your  joy?  Your 
strength?  How  rich  I  am!  How  I 
shall  fling  abroad,  without  spare  or 
stint,  Your  strength,  Your  joy,  Your 
love! 

Your  love  I'll  weave  into  all  I  do,  or 
say,  or  think.  It  will  work  a  won- 
drous charm.  It  will  soften  all  my 
words.  It  will  multiply  my  gracious 
kindly  acts  a  hundredfold.  My 
thoughts  will  be  so  free  from  seek- 
ing Self  that  I  shall  have  much  time 
to  think  of  others.  Your  love,  sweet 
Lord,  will  drive  from  me  all  pettish- 
ness,  all  quick  and  sharp  retort.  It 
will  make  all  labor  light. 

Your  joy!  Joy  in  my  heart  and  shining 
through  my  face!  Christ's  joy,  how 
wonderful!  It  shall  break  into  a 
smile  where'er  I  go.  Whomsoever  I 
shall  meet  must  know  that  I  carry 
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the  sunshine  of  my  God  to  be  shared 
with  them.  Then  will  their  hearts  be 
gladdened,  their  loneliness  relieved, 
and  their  burdens  of  care  will  rest 
lighter  on  their  weary  shoulders. 
How  grateful  all  will  be,  sweet 
King,  for  this  prodigality  of  Your 
love! 
Your  strength,  dear  Lord,  seems  not  so 
fair  a  thing  to  give  as  love  and  joy.  I 
am  not  sure  that  I  know  just  how  to 
share  this  gift  with  others. 


Strength  to  do  right,  unmindful  of  the 

cost. 
Strength  to  differ  from  others,  when 

principle  is  at  stake. 
Strength  to  be  cheerful,  no  matter  what 

the  weather. 
Strength  to  be  patient. 
Strength  to  bear  trials  courageously. 
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Strength  to  trust  in  You  at  all  times, 
dearest  Master. 


This  is  not  an  easy  gift  to  share  with 
others,  dearest  King.  One  cannot  be 
weak  and  offer  strength  to  others. 
Since  You  are  so  gracious  as  to  use 
me  as  Your  almoner,  dearest  Mas- 
ter, I  know  diat  You  will  sustain  and 
strengthen  me. 

I  leave  You  now,  sweet  Lord,  but  I 
shall  come  again  to  have  my  soul 
replenished  with  Your  gifts.  Each 
time  I  come  to  You  and  You  to  me, 
Your  gifts  are  multiplied  until  I 
realize  that  in  so  much  as  I  share 
Your  bounty  with  others,  dearest 
King,  do  I  increase  my  wealth,  while 
Self  grows  less  and  less  in  evidence. 
What  joy  to  have  so  great  a  Friend! 

Filled  with  Your  strength,  Your  Joy, 
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Your  love  I  step  out  into  the  world. 
Grant,  dear  gracious  King,  that  I 
may  fill  the  needy  and  let  none  go 
empty  and  unfed. 
Just  for  today,  farewell,  my  King, 


The  Risen  Lord  Calleth 
for  Me 

HE  calleth  for  me  and  I  hesitate  to  go. 
It  is  long  since  I  bid  Him  welcome 
to  my  soul  —  many  months  since 
last  I  came  to  Him  for  light  and 
asked  for  help  to  lead  a  fruitful  life. 
All  was  so  different  then.  My  days 
have  become  so  complex  and  so  full. 
The  nights,  too,  are  often  so  taxed 
to  meet  the  demands  of  friends  and 
pleasure,  that  I  have  scarcely  felt 
the  need  of  this,  my  erstwhile  Guide 
and  Counsellor.  Now  spring  is  here 
and  the  Easter  bells  grow  daily 
fainter.  Soon,  too  late  will  it  be  to 
answer  the  insistent  call  of  the  Risen 
Lord.  I  must  needs  make  haste  and 
go. 
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What  shall  I  say  to  You,  my  Lord,  as 
You  rest  so  close  to  my  cold,  un- 
grateful heart?  Through  the  din  of 
the  world's  shrill  tones,  above  the 
music  and  gayety  of  life  I  heard,  dis- 
tinct and  true,  Your  sweet  familiar 
voice  calling  to  me,  as  it  was  wont 
to  do  in  days  gone  by.  I  had  full  in- 
tent to  respond  to  Your  most  gra- 
cious call,  but  my  days  were  full 
and  many  duties  pressed,  so  that  I 
delayed  until  all  longing  for  You 
ceased  and  my  life  fell  into  easy 
lines  with  those  around  me.  Today 
I  have  broken  away  from  all  de- 
mands upon  my  time,  to  answer 
Your  appeal  and  to  receive  You  in 
my  soul.  I  fear  I  have  but  words  to 
offer  You,  my  Lord.  I  have  no  fervor 
in  my  heart.  I  feel  dull  and  heavy. 
I  have  no  wish  to  rouse  myself  nor 
to  take  myself  to  task. 
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You  say,  dear  Lord,  that  it  is  not  the 
stress  and  strain  of  duty  that  have 
kept  me  away  from  You;  nor  press 
of  work,  nor  even  pleasure,  that  has 
made  my  heart  grow  cold.  What 
then,  dear  Lord?  What  can  it  be  that 
has  wrought  this  change  in  me? 

I  seem  to  have  no  taste  for  the  things  I 
used  to  love.  Prayer,  and  Com- 
munion, and  Mass,  are  burdensome 
to  me.  Even  self-control  is  thrown 
aside.  I  go  my  way  unhampered  and 
unchecked.  It  is  an  easy  life  —  not 
bad,  yet  not  complete  or  satisfying. 

Might  it  be  the  books  I  read,  the  pic- 
tures I  see  that  have  dulled  in  me  the 
love  of  better  things? 

Is  it,  perhaps,  the  friends  with  whom  I 
go  who  have  drawn  me  away  from 
You? 

I  fear  it  may  be  so. 

As  you  rest  within  my  soul,  dear  Lord, 
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what  a  crowd  of  thoughts  surge 
through  my  mind!  How  plain  are 
Truths  long  since  forgotten,  or 
drugged  and  stifled  for  the  sake  of 
peace!  How  much  I  see  today  that  I 
had  thought  buried  forever  under 
the  garb  of  freedom  and  indif- 
ference! But  Truth  can  never  be  des- 
troyed. It  is  eternal.  Who  am  I  to 
strive  to  silence  in  my  heart  Your 
Truth  that  baffles  all  deceit,  my 
God! 
Too  well  I  know  that  pressure  of  work 
is  no  hindrance  to  fidelity  to  You, 
my  beloved  Lord;  nor  is  pleasure 
contrary  to  Your  Will,  rather  is  it  a 
help  to  serve  You  with  more  joy  and 
cheerfulness.  I  have  made  the  mul- 
tiplicity of  occupations  an  excuse 
for  my  neglect  of  You,  dear  Lord, 
but  I  realize  that  it  has  been  a  mul- 
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tiplicity  of  other  things  that  has 
vitiated  my  taste,  sapped  my 
strength  and  paralyzed  the  delicate 
springs  of  my  inner  life. 

I  beg  You  to  forgive  me,  my  dearest 
Lord.  You  are  so  very  good  to  call 
me  thus  and  so  patiently  bear  with 
me.  I  shall  resume  my  former  prac- 
tice of  receiving  You  as  Guest  and 
Friend.  I  shall  not  permit  myself  to 
read  the  books  that  taint  my  mind.  I 
shall  give  up  certain  companions, 
whom  I  know  to  have  a  pernicious 
effect  upon  my  life. 

I  leave  You,  dearest  Lord,  my  heart 
filled  with  love  and  gratitude  to  You 
for  Your  great  goodness  to  me,  but 
also  with  fear  lest  I  may  prove  a 
coward  in  the  change  You  ask  of  me. 
Give  me  strength,  my  Savior,  to  re- 
trace   my   steps    and    continue  my 
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journey  with  You  as  Guide  and 
Helper.  May  I  seek  contentment 
amid  the  pleasures  that  leave  no  re- 
morse and  along  the  paths  that  are 
worthy  of  Your  presence,  my  be- 
loved Master. 
Lay  Your  hand  in  blessing  on  Your 
child,  my  God.  Be  close  to  me  that 
I  may  be  faithful  to  the  end. 


Alone  with  Him 


ALONE  with  my  God!  Alone  with 
Love!  Alone  with  Truth  and 
Sanctity!  God  and  His  creature 
united  in  closest  bonds  of  friend- 
ship! No  words  of  mine  can  half 
express  the  joy  that  wells  up  within 
my  heart  for  so  great  a  condescen- 
sion, so  great  a  mercy  to  one  so 
needy  and  so  poor. 

Alone  with  Love  who  can,  if  I  will  per- 
mit Him,  fill  my  heart  with  His  love 
that  transforms  into  beauty  all 
things  of  life.  It  makes  hard  things 
easy  and  makes  it  possible  to  lift 
the  burdens  of  others,  to  lay  them 
upon  my  own  shoulder  and  carry 
them  with  sweetness  and  with  joy. 

Alone    with    Truth    who    dispels    all 
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doubt,  who  gives  light  to  judge 
justly,  kindly,  mercifully. 

Alone  with  Sanctity  who  purifies,  en- 
nobles, elevates  and  beautifies. 

Dearest  Master,  what  changes  can  be 
wrought  in  me  as  I  wrap  You  round, 
encircle  You  and  possess  You  in  my 
soul!  You  cannot  do  all  this  work 
alone.  I  must  help  You,  loved  Mas- 
ter, by  carrying  Your  love,  Your 
truth,  Your  sanctity  out  into  the 
world  to  dispense  and  share  with 
others. 

Unless  I  banish  idle  frivolous  thoughts 
and  purposes,  I  shall  never  speak 
words  of  weight  that  are  to  move  the 
wills  of  others. 

Unless  I  am  nourished  with  Your 
Body  and  Your  Blood,  my  loving 
Lord,  never  shall  I  be  strong  to  bat- 
tle  with   the    difficulties   of   every 
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day.  Nor  shall  I  be  able  to  help 
others  in  their  trials. 

How  sad  'twould  be  were  there 
hearts  to  be  consoled,  weak  wills  to 
be  strengthened,  timid  souls  to  be 
made  brave,  burdens  to  be  lifted, 
and  that  I,  for  whom  You  have  done 
so  much,  should  be  found  wanting  in 
this  labor  of  love  for  my  Master  — 
found  wanting,  because  I  will  not 
conquer  myself,  will  not  move  aside 
from  the  crowd  from  time  to  time, 
to  spend  some  moments  with  the 
Divine  Potter  that  He  may  fashion 
me  according  to  His  Will. 

Oh!  I  beg  of  You,  my  darling  Lord,  to 
break  all  ties  that  hold  my  heart  afar 
from  You.  Tear  up  the  roots  that 
nourish  on  the  love  of  self  and  ease 
and  plenty.  Lift  me  above  the  mire 
and  scum  of  this  world's  fascination. 
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Plant  deep  within  my  soul  a  yearn- 
ing after  You,  sweet  Lord,  so  strong 
that  nothing  of  this  world  may  lure 
me  from  Your  love. 
Sweet  Presence  of  my  Savior,  encircle 
me.  Stand  forever  near  me,  so  that 
when  Your  dear  hand  lifts  the  latch 
of  my  span  of  years,  I  may  be  ready 
for  Eternal  Life,  the  Goal  of  all  my 
desire. 


He  Changes  Water  into  Wine 


THE  water  crock  of  stone  has  caught 
the  eye  of  its  Master,  who,  pitying 
its  emptiness,  commands  that  it  be 
filled  to  the  brim  with  living,  spark- 
ling water!  Then  through  the 
bounty  of  this  King,  the  quivering 
water  finds  itself  changed,  trans- 
formed, with  new  life  abounding, 
and  a  beauty  heretofore  unknown! 

And  my  soul,  so  needful  of  the  touch 
of  its  dear  Lord  to  bring  it  life  and 
strength,  finds  itself  aglow  with  love 
now  that  its  cherished  Guest  takes 
shelter  within  its  poverty  and  want. 

My  God,  my  King,  my  Friend,  I  adore 
You.  I  love  You  with  all  the  ardor  of 
my  soul.  I  thank  You  for  coming  to 
my  poor  abode,  seemingly  unmind- 
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ful  of  its  misery.  I  blush  with  joy 
that  You  should  deign  to  ask  me  to 
cool  Your  burning  thirst  —  thirst 
for  souls.  Would  that  my  life  had 
satisfied  this  thirst!  Would  that  I 
had  given  refreshment  to  my  Lord. 
Did  I  but  reflect  Your  life,  Your 
ways,  Your  sympathy,  Your 
strength,  how  fully  should  I  slake 
Your  thirst  of  love  for  souls.  Were  I 
to  think  frequently  of  this,  how  dif- 
ferent should  I  be!  Did  I  realize  the 
endless  occasions  that  come  my  way 
when  there  is  a  question  of  a  soul  to 
be  helped,  a  heart  to  be  encouraged, 
a  mind  to  be  guided  in  the  right, 
how  eager  would  I  be  to  minister  to 
the  needs  of  all  and  thereby  give  to 
drink  to  my  Lord,  my  God,  my  All. 
I  do  but  half  realize  Your  great  Gift  to 
me  as  You  rest  within  my  soul!  But 
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I  love  You  so  truly,  dearest  Lord, 
and  wish  that  I  did  love  You 
more  and  might  be  transformed  in 
You,  and  You  in  me  —  that  my 
puny,  scanty,  barren  life  might  be 
changed  into  the  richness  of  the 
Vine,  into  the  beauty  and  loveliness 
of  its  fruit. 
Dear  Master,  why  is  it  that  this  change 
does  not  take  place  in  me?  I  fear  I 
am  not  earnest  enough.  I  begin  well, 
but  soon  grow  tired  or  discouraged. 
If  I  do  not  meet  with  gratitude  for 
the  efforts  I  have  made,  or  at  least, 
with  some  recognition  of  my  gener- 
osity, I  seem  unable  to  go  on.  The 
trouble  is  I  look  for  pay  for  every- 
thing I  do,  forgetting  that  I  have 
pledged  myself  to  work  for  You 
alone,  dear  King,  who  make  return 
in  ways  unseen  and  spiritual.  If  my 
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love  for  You  was  stronger,  and  my 
sordid  love  of  Self  less  tense,  I 
would  spend  my  life  for  others,  un- 
mindful of  all  gain.  The  thought  of 
You  would  be  sufficient  recompense, 
dear  Shepherd  of  such  countless 
souls. 

Once  more  do  I  resolve  to  take  Your 
interests  to  heart,  to  seek  for  souls 
—  not  Self.  It  will  not  be  long,  even 
at  the  longest,  before  You  will  call 
me  to  Yourself,  dear  Lord.  Shall  I 
not  then  be  abashed,  confused,  per- 
plexed, if  I  have  naught  to  offer 
You,  no  record  of  eternal  deeds, 
and  thoughts  and  words! 

It  requires  no  great  talent  to  lead  on 
earth  a  life  of  achievement,  full  of 
countless  deeds  and  endless  inter- 
ests ;  but  to  weave  into  this  crowded 
life  the  worth  that  is  eternal,  ah! 
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this  is  the  change  of  water  into  wine 
—  the  consecration,  to  the  Eternal 
God,  of  the  petty  toils,  heroic  deeds, 
loves  and  sorrows  of  time.  This  is 
sanctity  and  within  the  reach  of  all. 
My  beloved  Lord,  my  God,  I  offer  to 
You  every  thought,  every  word, 
every  act  of  my  life.  May  they  be 
made  worthy  of  Your  love. 


He  Bids  Me  Dine  with  Him 


HE  dines  with  me  and  I  with  Him!  The 
Guest  Room  is  prepared.  It  is  fur- 
nished as  best  I  could.  Though  plain 
and  lacking  much  for  so  great  a 
Guest,  it  is  full  of  love,  most  gra- 
cious Lord,  and  since  You  have  pre- 
pared the  Banquet,  the  poverty  of 
the  place  will  be  forgotten  amid  the 
wealth  of  Your  great  Gift. 

Honored  indeed  am  I  to  feast  at  the 
table  of  my  King  and  Lord.  Thou- 
sands would  envy  me  and  plead  to 
be  admitted  to  the  intimacy  and 
favor  of  my  Lord,  did  they  know 
how  easy  He  is  of  access;  how  eager 
He  is  to  break  Bread  with  those  who 
hunger  and  to  slake  the  thirst  of 
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those  whose  lips  are  parched,  whose 
hearts  are  burning  with  the  fever  of 
unsatisfied  desire. 

What  can  I  do  for  You,  my  Savior  and 
my  God,  to  prove  to  You  my  love? 
What  can  I  do  to  prove  to  all  the 
world  that  I  am  nourished  with  the 
Food  of  the  Strong  and  that  I  drink 
from  the  Fountain  of  Eternal  Life? 

Could  I  hide  within  the  Tabernacle, 
away  from  all  that  tempts  and 
weakens  me;  could  I  remain  apart 
from  the  clamor  and  din  of  worldly 
strife,  how  easy  it  would  be  to  serve 
You,  0  my  God!  Yes,  how  easy! 
But  where  would  be  the  glory? 
Where  the  proof  of  my  deep  love 
for  You? 

I  must  again  go  out  into  the  midst  of 
much  that  lures  me,  where  some- 
times even  strong  hearts  waver,  but 
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where  my  frail,  weak  heart  is  sure  to 
go  astray,  unless  You  put  Your 
strong  arms  round  me,  darling  Lord, 
and  hold  me  fast.  I  am  a  coward, 
every  inch  of  me,  and  yet  I  feed  on 
the  Food  of  Angels! 

0  Jesus,  dearest  Savior,  listen  while  I 
tell  You  what  my  soul  yearns  after. 
In  spite  of  all  my  weakness  and  re- 
peated falls,  I  have  but  one  desire  — 
to  serve  You  perfectly,  to  prove  to 
You  my  love  by  fidelity  in  just  those 
things  wherein  I  have  been  most 
weak. 

When  again  the  moment  comes  that 
finds  me  weak  and  wavering,  do  You 
speak  to  me.  Speak  loud,  dear  Lord! 
Let  me  hear  Your  warning  call.  Oh! 
surely  then,  I  will  come  back  to  You. 
I  will  turn  my  face  from  the  things 
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that  charm,  to  cling  to  You,  my 
Lord,  my  Friend,  my  King. 

My  heart  is  cold  betimes,  yet  not  so 
cold  that  Your  dear  Presence  cannot 
warm  it.  It  is  hard  and  unresponsive, 
yet  not  so  hard  as  to  be  unconscious 
of  the  pressure  of  Your  grace,  my 
God. 

It  is  often  when  my  days  are  dark  and 
gloomy  that  I  stray  away  from  You, 
my  King.  These  days  seem  many  in 
my  life  and  wrought  with  pain  so 
great,  that  I  forget  all  else  save  the 
anguish  of  my  heart.  Then,  oh!  then 
come  to  me,  my  Lover  sweet,  and  let 
me  hear  Your  gentle  Voice  within 
my  soul:  "  Can  you  not  bear  some 
little  pain  for  Me,  my  Child?  Will 
you  not  watch  with  Me  a  few  years 
more,  a  life's  short  span,  when  there 
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will  be  an  end  to  all  anguish  and  sor- 
row of  heart?  Be  patient  and  trust 
Me  to  the  end." 
I  trust  You,  dearest  Lord.  Strengthen 
me,  that  I  may  never  falter  in  my 
trust. 


In  Shackles  Does  He  Visit  Me 


I  AM  bound,  my  loving  Lord.  I  cannot 
go  to  You,  but  You,  in  Your  tender 
graciousness,  come  to  me,  are 
brought  to  me  by  Your  devoted 
Priest.  What  joy  Your  Presence 
gives!  With  what  courage  it  fills  my 
soul  to  be  content  in  the  chains  that 
bind  me  to  this  life  of  seclusion,  and 
inaction,  and  seeming  uselessness! 

It  is  sweet  to  have  You  here  with  me, 
my  precious  Lord  —  You,  who, 
long  years  ago  were  bound  by 
Your  enemies,  handcuffed,  fettered, 
nailed  for  fear  of  the  good  You 
would  do  to  souls. 

Ah!  my  Lord,  no  enemy's  hand  has 
fettered  me,  but  the  loving  hand  of 
my  precious  Lord  has  bound  me  to 
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silence  and  inertia.  Do  I  complain? 
At  first  I  did.  Until  I  realized  that 
back  of  what  seemed  the  human 
cause  of  my  imprisonment,  You 
stood,  my  darling  Lord,  directing, 
controlling,  willing  my  captivity. 
Little  by  little,  but  interspersed  with 
days  of  depression  and  hours  of 
anguish  and  disappointment,  I  grew 
quiet  and  resigned.  Little  by  little, 
the  cords  that  bind  me  become  less 
irksome  and  I  am  able  to  look  upon 
them  with  more  forbearance  — 
some  day  I  hope,  with  love. 
You  know,  my  darling  Lord,  how  I  had 
my  life  all  mapped  out.  How  jubi- 
lant I  was  in  the  thought  of  doing 
great  things  for  You.  How  eagerly 
I  awaited  the  day  when  I  should 
copy  You  in  Your  mission  for  souls, 
Your  endless  quest  for  the  weary  of 
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heart,  the  discouraged,  the  lonely, 
tlit"  blind!  But,  my  darling  Lord, 
You  would  not.  I  can  yet  feel  the 
keenness  of  that  disappointment. 
Did  I  say,  "  You  would  not?  "  I  am 
wrong,  my  dearest  Lord.  You  willed 
indeed  that  I  should  copy  You,  yet 
not  as  I  had  planned,  free  of  way 
and  swift  of  foot,  but  in  chains!  And 
so  in  chains  I  live,  chained  and  held 
captive  by  my  King! 
Each  time  you  visit  me,  my  darling 
Lord,  these  chains  grow  more  dear 
to  me  and  I  see  in  them  the  chance  to 
copy  You.  Between  Your  visits  to 
my  soul,  I  follow  You  through  the 
hours  of  Your  Passion.  I  live  with 
You  in  spirit  and  understand  the 
triumph  of  Your  failure.  The  cords 
that  bound  Your  hands  as  You  stood 
before    the    Judgment-Seat    of    the 
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world ;  the  rope  that  tied  You  to  the 
pillar  of  the  Scourging;  the  nails 
that  pinned  You  to  the  Cross  —  all 
these  are  gifts  to  me.  They  are  my 
strength,  my  hope,  my  consolation. 
When,  beloved  Lord,  did  you 
greater  things  for  souls  than  when 
You  were  in  fetters?  Whence  comes 
the  power  of  silence  and  fettered 
energy,  unless  it  be  from  the  King 
whose  shackles  make  me  free,  whose 
cords  bind  me,  His  prisoner,  to  the 
Will  of  His  Eternal  Father? 

Dear  chains  of  my  dear  Lord,  I  would 
not  part  with  you  for  all  the  world. 
You  bind  me  to  my  God  from  whom 
I  draw  my  joy,  my  peace,  my  love. 
You  bind  me  to  the  souls  of  men  for 
whom  I  live,  for  whom  I  plead,  for 
whom  I  am  tied  and  fettered. 

Dear  chains,  I  bid  you  hold  me  fast 
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until  my  gracious  Master  releases 
me  and  calls  me  to  His  Home  where 
all  prisoners  are  set  free,  thirst  for 
souls  is  quenched,  and  the  triumph 
of  the  Cross  is  glorified. 


CHRIST'S  LOVE-STORY 

IN   FOURTEEN   CHAPTERS 


Way  of  the  Cross 


D 


Act  of  Sorrow 


EAR  broken-hearted  Savior,  suf- 
fering for  love  of  me,  what  shame 
I  feel  in  the  presence  of  such  stu- 
pendous generosity.  I,  so  cold,  so 
indifferent,  so  insensible  to  the 
heroism  of  my  God  and  Friend. 

What  words  can  ever  tell  of  the  sorrow 
of  my  soul  at  sight  of  my  poor  and 
empty  life! 

What  reparation  can  I  make  You,  dar- 
ling Lord,  for  the  many  times  I  have 
been  ashamed  to  acknowledge  You 
for  my  Master  and  my  King? 

Dear,  broken-hearted  Christ,  forgive 
me. 
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I  love  You  better  than  I  know  and 
grieve  more  deeply  over  my  unfaith- 
fulness to  You  than  my  life  gives 
proof. 

Give  me  the  strength,  most  gracious 
Lord,  to  prove  to  You  my  love. 


T, 


Way  of  the  Cross 

I 

Christ  at  the  Bar  of  Justice 


HE  great  Lover  of  souls  is  be- 
trayed by  His  friends!  He  is  de- 
serted by  those  for  whom  he  has 
done  much!  He  is  suspected  and 
brought  before  the  authorities!  He, 
the  perfect  Man,  is  to  be  judged!  He 
is  condemned  to  die  because  they 
can  find  no  guilt  in  Him! 

Have  I  ever  been  betrayed  by  friends? 

Have  I  had  those  to  whom  I  have  been 
kind,  fail  me  at  a  crucial  moment? 

Have  I  had  my  words  and  actions 
twisted  and  misconstrued? 

What  suffering  is  this!  How  did  I  act 
under  the  strain? 
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Did  I  turn  untrue,  because  others  were 

unfair  to  me? 
Christ  was  silent!  He  remained  true  in 

the  face  of  infidelity. 
He  is  my  Model. 


II 


Christ  Takes  His  Burden 


CHRIST  has  spent  the  night  in 
humiliation,  in  company  with  sol- 
diers, who  have  spit  upon  Him, 
struck  Him  in  the  face,  mocked  Him 
and  laughed  Him  to  scorn.  He  has 
been  beaten  until  His  Body  is  one 
mass  of  wounds  and  His  Head 
crowned  with  thorns.  In  this  condi- 
tion He  is  ordered  to  take  the 
Cross!  He  stretches  out  His  arms 
and  lifts  it  to  His  shoulder!  No  word 
escapes  His  fevered  lips! 

What  a  picture  of  human  cruelty  and 
of  love  divine! 

What  a  beautiful  Cross-bearer  is  Jesus 
Christ! 
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How  great  He  is,  weighed  down  with 
suffering! 

And  I!  What  picture  do  I  make  with 
the  cross  upon  my  shoulder? 

Or  do  I  drag  it  by  my  side  half- 
heartedly, glum  and  sullen? 

Perhaps  I  cast  it  from  me  and  struggle 
on  without  it! 

I  must  follow  Christ.  All  cross-bearers 
are  close  to  Christ 


Ill 


Christ  Falls  Under  His  Burden 


THE  exhausted,  bleeding,  heart- 
broken Christ  falls  from  weakness. 
The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  His 
delicate  frame.  But  His  Soul!  That 
superb  and  noble  Soul  wavers  not  as 
the  worn-out  Body  stumbles  to  the 
ground.  He  struggles  to  His  feet  and 
moves  on  through  that  hard,  unfeel- 
ing crowd.  Christ's  love  for  me  car- 
ried Him  through. 

Perhaps  it  may  be  that  my  Cross  may 
come  to  me  when  I  am  sore-tried  and 
weary.  I  may  be  worn  out  by  long 
vigil  near  a  sick  bed.  My  nerves 
may  be  unstrung  from  constant  fric- 
tion with  trying  persons.  The  body 
may  grow  weak,  but  may  my  soul 
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rise  up  and  grapple  with  these  diffi- 
culties in  order  that  the  Cross  may 
not  be  marred,  nor  lose  any  of  its 
splendor. 
Dear,  patient  Christ,  sustain  me. 


IV 

The  Disfigured  Christ  Meets  His 
Mother 


THE  SUFFERING  Christ  meets  His 
tender  Mother!  Two  sublime  Cross- 
bearers  stand  Face  to  face.  What 
depths  of  anguish  in  their  hearts! 
What  marvels  of  strength  of  soul 
sustain  them! 

Each  understands  the  other's  sorrow. 
Not  a  word  of  complaint!  Not  a 
murmur,  not  a  sigh!  Nothing  mars 
the  beauty  of  the  stupendous  work 
of  the  Cross. 

Were  I  to  meet  my  beloved  Mother  at 
a  turn  of  the  road  of  life,  would  she 
find  me  carrying  my  Cross  valiantly 
as  becomes  one  who  draws  strength 
from  the  Church  of  Christ? 
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Would  she  find  me  toiling  up  the 
hill  of  self-control,  of  generosity 
towards  Her  Son,  and  of  willingness 
to  sacrifice  all  for  Him? 

Dearest  Mother,  meet  me  ever  on  my 
way. 

Remind  me  of  my  duty. 


Simon  of  Cyrene  Is  Forced  to  Help 
Jesus 

WHAT  acute  pain,  to  the  sensitive 
Heart  of  Christ,  must  have  been  the 
reluctance  of  Simon  of  Cyrene  to 
give  Him  relief! 

What  a  wondrous  favor  it  was  for 
Simon,  even  reluctantly,  to  lift  that 
precious  Cross! 

Walking  alongside  the  dear  Man  of 
Sorrows,  a  change  comes  over  him. 
Close  to  that  loving  Heart  he  finds 
his  own  transformed!  The  work  of 
his  sanctification  has  begun. 

This  is  Christ's  return  for  Simon's  re- 
luctant help!  The  reward  of  a  mag- 
nanimous Heart  for  a  small,  cow- 
ardly service! 
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Do  I  crawl  back,  away  from  Christ, 
into  the  crowd  of  the  world,  ashamed 
to  be  an  associate  of  this  Man  of 
Sorrows  —  this  disfigured,  bleed- 
ing, weary  Victim? 

Do  I  skulk  away,  afraid  to  lift  His 
banner  high.  Afraid  to  travel  in  the 
ranks  of  the  majestic  King  of  Cal- 
vary? 

My  God,  what  a  coward  I  am! 

Give  me  strength  to  be  loyal  to  Your 
Cause. 


VI 


Veronica  Wipes  the  Face  of  Jesus 


VERONICA  passes  through  the  rab- 
ble to  wipe  the  Face  of  the  most 
beautiful  of  men.  The  Face  that, 
even  in  its  bruised  and  wounded 
state,  attracts  and  sanctifies. 

With  gentle  tenderness,  Veronica  lifts 
the  towel  to  the  blood-stained  Face. 
She  smoothes  aside  the  hair  that 
falls  upon  His  forehead.  The  blood 
and  dirt  and  spittle  are  stuck  fast, 
but  the  Face,  that  lovely,  hallowed 
Face,  leaves  its  impress  on  the  love- 
held  towel! 

Veronica  steps  back  from  out  the 
crowd,  not  knowing  what  she  holds 
within  her  hands  until,  in  the  shadow 
of  her  home,   she   falls   upon  her 
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knees  in  wondering,  trembling  awe! 
Her  Master  and  her  King  has 
thanked  her  in  His  own  sweet,  tender 
way. 
Dearest  Lord,  may  I  so  spend  myself 
for  others,  through  love  of  You  that, 
day  by  day,  the  impress  of  Your 
life  may  stamp  itself  upon  my  every 
thought  and  word  and  deed.  May  I 
be  ever  on  the  watch  for  the  passer- 
by, in  need  of  comfort  and  of  help. 


VII 


Jesus  Falls  the  Second  Time 


AGAIN  Christ  falls!  He  grows 
weaker.  The  journey  up  the  winding 
hill  seems  endless.  He  moves  on 
silently.  Each  step  tells  His  love  for 
me.  Every  thought  is  a  prayer  that 
I  may  learn  the  lesson  of  the  Pas- 
sion. 

May  I  have  the  courage  to  choose  the 
path  that  He  lays  out  for  me  —  the 
path  of  self-restraint,  the  path  of 
resistance  to  excessive  pleasure,  the 
path  of  loving  service,  the  path  of 
sympathy  with  those  who  stagger 
along  the  way. 

May  I  prove  worthy  to  follow  in  the 
footsteps  of  my  Lord  and  outraged 
King. 


VIII 


Christ  Comforts  the  Women  of 
Jerusalem 

WHAT  a  picture  of  greatness!  The 
exhausted  Christ!  The  weary, 
oleeding,  footsore  Christ!  The 
parched  and  fevered  lips  of  the  gen- 
tle Prisoner,  whisper  words  of 
strength  and  comfort  to  the  weep- 
ing women  by  the  roadside! 

What  a  sacrament  of  consolation  must 
have  touched  the  hearts  of  those 
women,  through  the  words  uttered 
by  Him  whose  love  was  washing 
away  the  sins  of  the  world ! 

And  I,  how  little  I  do  when  I  am  suf- 
fering! 

I  am  so  absorbed  in  myself  that  I  have 
not  eyes  to  see  the  strugglers  at  my 
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side;  nor  ears  to  hear  the  cry  of 
those  in  distress. 

When  success  smiles  upon  me  and  my 
prospects  brighten,  how  rarely  I 
look  around  for  hearts  that  are  dis- 
couraged, and  for  those  whose  lights 
are  burning  low! 

My  God,  shall  I  ever  resemble  You? 


IX 


Jesus  Falls  the  Third  Time 


THE  dear  Victim  is  dying,  little 
by  little,  as  He  staggers  up  the  rug- 
ged road.  His  strength  is  well-nigh 
spent.  He  is  jostled  by  the  crowd, 
urged  to  move  on  a  little  faster,  and 
He  hastens  on!  What  a  sight!  What  a 
lesson  to  me  who  am  always  so  eager 
to  do  my  will.  How  quick  I  am  to 
resent  being  treated  with  lack  of 
respect  and  courtesy!  How  quick 
and  sharp  are  my  words  when  things 
go  contrary  to  my  liking! 

Here  before  me  is  the  Lord  of  creation, 
scorned,  despised,  treated  ignomin- 
iously.  Not  only  does  He  not  reply, 
but  there  is  no  resentment,  no  bit- 
terness in  His  Soul!  He  bids  me  pat- 
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tern  myself  after  Him.  If  He  so 
bids  me,  it  must  be  possible.  Since 
He  does  so  much  for  me,  am  I  not 
eager  to  try  to  please  Him  and  to 
become  like  unto  Him? 
Gracious  King,  accept  the  allegiance 
of  my  heart. 


X 


Jesus  is  Stripped 


WHAT  had  Christ  left  that  could  be 
taken  from  Him?  His  honor,  his  rep- 
utation, His  character  —  everything 
had  been  snatched  from  him  by  the 
hand  of  injustice  and  calumny! 

A  few  bits  of  bloodstained,  tattered 
garments  were  all  that  remained  to 
the  greed  of  the  vulgar  soldiery. 

I  shall  never  be  as  destitute  as  Christ. 
No,  I  shall  never  have  that  honor, 
but  I  may  lose  possessions,  I  may 
lose  friends.  My  honor,  which  I 
cherish  beyond  all  words  to  express, 
may  be  blasted  by  a  malicious  word. 

What  am  I  going  to  do  then? 

Am  I  going  to  allow  the  loss  of  ma- 
terial things  to  impoverish  my  soul? 
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Shall  I  allow  the  insincerity  of  friends 
to  dry  up  the  love-wells  of  my 
heart? 

Shall  I  permit  slander  to  make  havoc 
in  my  soul?  Oh,  no! 

May  I  rather  gain  through  loss,  than 
to  allow  these  temporal  wrongs  to 
cheat  me  of  resemblance  to  my 
Savior. 


XI 


Christ  Nailed  to  the  Cross 


NAILED!  Hands  and  feet!  He  is  burn- 
ing with  fever!  His  head  is  swollen 
with  pain!  The  noise  about  Him  sets 
every  nerve  in  agony.  The  rough 
handling  of  the  Cross  with  the  man- 
gled Body  of  my  Lord  upon  it,  is 
anguish  unutterable! 

My  Lord  is  enduring  this  for  me! 

Great  God,  who  am  I? 

Just  a  few  yards  off,  two  thieves  are 
facing  death.  In  a  little  while  they 
will  have  the  honor  to  be  close  to 
Christ.  One  a  picture  of  success,  the 
other  an  absolute  failure!  Both  will 
look  into  the  Face  of  Christ!  Both 
will  hear  His  dying  words  of  love 
and  of  forgiveness! 
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One  dies  a  saint. 

The  other  enters  Eternity  unrepentant. 

One  accepts  the  grace  offered  by  the 

dying  Christ. 
The  other  turns  from  it  and  pays  no 

heed. 
How  close  to  Christ  I,  too,  have  been! 

What  graces  He  has  showered  on 

me! 
Long  ago  could  I  have  been  a  saint,  had 

I  but  used  His  manifold  gifts. 
Dearest  Lord,  forgive  my  squandered 

life. 
May  I  begin  today  to  serve  You  with 

all  my  heart. 


XII 


My  King  on  His  Throne 


MY  God,  My  Friend  is  dying!  The 
blood  has  ceased  to  drop  from  His 
sacred  hands.  His  feet  are  purple 
with  the  weight  upon  them.  His  ex- 
quisite face  is  ghastly,  livid  from 
pain. 

I  must  draw  closer  to  the  Cross.  My 
God's  lips  are  moving  as  if  in 
prayer.  He  is  begging  forgiveness 
for  those  who  have  treated  Him  un- 
justly! His  beautiful  eyes,  blood- 
shot and  heavy,  seek  His  Mother. 
Would  that  they  might  rest  upon  me 
for  just  an  instant!  Could  I  but  tell 
Him  of  my  love!  He  says  He  thirsts! 
Oh,  that  I  might  slake  His  thirst  and 
cool  His  burning  lips!  But  no.  It  is 
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not  thirst  for  drink,  it  is  thirst  for 
souls! 

My  God,  here  is  my  soul.  I  consecrate 
it  to  You  forever.  Accept  me  with 
al]  I  have.  May  I  rescue  souls  for 
You.  May  I  slake  this  burning  thirst 
and  ease  the  weight  of  sin  that 
presses  down  upon  my  God. 

Christ,  my  King  is  dead! 

My  Lord  has  sacrificed  His  life  for  me! 

And  I!  Shall  I  not  sacrifice  my  life 
for  Him? 


XIII 


Mary  Receives  Her  Son 


THE  beautiful  Woman!  The  silent 
Mother!  What  anguish  in  that  heart! 
What  a  magnificent  picture  of  sor- 
row! What  exquisite  work  has  been 
wrought  in  that  perfect  soul  through 
the  Cross! 

Silently  I  draw  close  to  this  tender, 
sorrowing  Mother  and  in  the  gloom 
and  darkness  of  Calvary  I  whisper 
my  love  and  veneration. 

She  smiles  at  me!  A  smile  so  like  Her 
Son's!  It  gives  me  courage  to  follow 
Her  to  that  garden  wherein  there  is 
a  sepulchre. 

Christ  is  being  carried  there. 

I  shall  stay  close  to  His  Mother  and  to 
Him  unto  the  end. 


XIV 

Christ  is  Laid  in  the  Tomb 

CHRIST'S  sufferings  are  over.  The 
Cross  has  accomplished  the  work  of 
expiating  my  sins  and  those  of  all 
the  world.  The  great  lesson  of  suf- 
fering has  been  taught  by  Him  who 
knew  not  sin. 

There  is  no  sanctity  without  the  Cross. 

Sanctity  is  the  climax  of  success. 

The  Cross-bearer  holds  the  most  ex- 
alted position  in  this  world. 

Let  us  shoulder  our  Crosses  with  gen- 
erosity. 

Let  us  bow  our  heads  in  submission  to 
the  burdens  of  duty. 

Let  us  walk  steadfastly,  knowing  that 
the  end  is  not  far-distant. 
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There  is  ONE  who  travels  with  us.  He 
knows  the  weight  of  our  sorrows. 

His  companionship  is  our  strength  and 
our  security. 

May  He  be  our  Friend  forever. 


